




















C-U-C: 
CAPPING MAG. 
1957 


Give me chastity and self-restraint but do not give them yet.—St. Angustine. 
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REVUE : MAY 3 - 11 
BIKE RACE: MAY 6, 1 p.m. 
PROCESH: MAY 8 
GRADUATION : MAY 9 
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Some to the wars to try their fortunes there, 
Some to discover Ilam far away 
Some to the studious universities. 

(Two Gentlemen of Verona) 

















The activities associated with Cap- 
wing Week are wide and varied, and 


call for much careful thought and- 


painstaking effort on the part of the 
student organisations. 


I feel therefore that in devoting the 

proceeds from their activities to such 

a worthy cause as that sponsored by the 

Intellectually Handicapped Children’s 

Parents’ Asssociation, the students are 

displaying a spirit of citizenship which 

\ should. commend itself to everyone in 
our community. - 


I trust that their efforts will meet 
with, the response which they warrant. 


R. he: Macfarlane 


Mayor of Christchurch. 
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When I was told that I would have to write an editorial I pooh 
poohed the idea but then I realised that an editorial would be one way 
of filling a page (leaving only another 71) and I began to ask myself, 
how could I start? I looked at last year’s Capping Mag., “The Editor 
is irresponsible’, it began. But this is obvious. If I were responsible I 
wouldn’t be here. If I had any sense I wouldn’t be here. I have neither 
and vet you expect me to write an editorial? You don’t? Well that’s 
not the point—you’re getting one whether you like it or not. 


The person who should have been editor but being not here isn’t 
would have had no difficulty. He would have started off thus: “I have 
seven uncles.’ One of them is dead. He was eaten by a Brazilian Cougar. 
Six of my uncles were rich. The one who died was poor. He was as 
healthy as the cougar that ate him.” See what I mean—logical, phili- 
sophical, brief and to the point. Talking of uncles, my uncle Benjamin 
would have had no qualms had he been faced with the task. He would 
have approached it with an air of intellectual superiority and opened thus: 
“There comes a time in the history of mankind when the student must 
take up his pen.. .” Unfortunately taking up his pen is the last thing 
the student likes doing and even when prevailed upon to do so he drops 
it again with remarkable rapidity. 


How then to approach the problem? An editorial has been decided 
upon so an editorial must be produced. I asked the assistant editor 
whether he wouldn’t like to write an assistant editorial and thus solve 
the problem. He replied: “Not bloody likely!” and was promptly eaten 
by a Malayan wombat which is at present sitting in the corner of the 
room making weird noises. I think that it must have indigestion. I am 


not surprised. Not that I am particularly fond of wombats. They will 
chew the carpets. ! 


By this time I was nearly desperate. Another uncle was dead. He 
was as rich as the cougar that ate him. But he didn’t leave me a bean. 


I wish that it had been a wombat that had ate him. That reminds me 


that Adams have done a wonderful job printing this magazine and indeed 
making it look like a magazine. If it hadn’t been for them this would 
not have been if it is. When the seventh uncle has died I am going 
to commit suicide. Once I am dead I can hardly write an editorial. This 


is a pity. It leaves me with another page to fill up. But as G.B3S. says 


elsewhere in this magazine you can’t argue against fate. So let’s leave 
it at that. There ain’t goin’ to be no editorial this year. | 
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Ostrich—a large bird to which nature has 

; denied the hinder toe. The absence ira 

e good working pair of wings is no defect as 
the -ostrich does not fly. 
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2. Darkners 


Gang Ledders 
The Capping Committee 


Ralph Avery, Capping Controller. 
Tom Morton, Assistant Controller. 
Adrian Brokking, Secretary. 

Peter Hames, Treasurer. 

Bob Hewett, Revue Chairman. 

Bob Hill, Collections Chairman. 
Simon Young, Capping Mag Editor. 
Robin Webb, Social Chairman. 


Mike Ensor, Capping Mag Sales Chairman. 


John Gribben, Publicity Chairman. 

Shona Dalglish, Graduands Convener. 

Rod Harris, Procesh Controller. 

Tony Hooper, Te Haka Party. 3 
Leeroy Gordon, Liaison—Lincoln College, 


Protection Boys 
Social Committee. 
Robin Webb, Chairman. 


~ Robin Clark, John Mills, 


i. (es ee 


‘Tis pleasant sure to see thy name in print. 
A book’s a book although there’s nothing 
in at.” : 


Max ‘Taylor, 


Jocelyn Marshall, Fiona McDonald, Janet 


lox-Rogers. 


forgers, Pornographers : \ 


Capping Mag Committee. 


Simon Young, Editor. 

Bob Ford, Assistant Editor. 

Keverne Trevelyan, Liz Baber, Jocelyn 
Marshall, Hamish Bain, Mike Murtagh, 
Don Milne, Gay Yandle. 


Swindlers, Confidence Men | 
Capping Mag Sales Committee. 


Mike Ensor, Chairman. 
Joyce Smith, Ann Reeves, Judy Steel, Simon 
Bernau, Geof Honey, Trev. Mitchell. 


ton. 
Highwaymen Racketeers Scandal Spreaders 
Te Haka Party. 3 Publicity Committee. 
Tony Hooper, Leader. | John Gribben, Chairman. 
Kelvyn Carryer, John Parker, Brian Jud- Neil Nimmo, Ron Aird, Spencer 


\ 


Impersonation and Fraud : 


The Revue Committee. 


Bob Hewett, Chairman. 

Tony Cooper, Stage Manager. 
Roger McLaren, Cast Manager. 
Manning Reeves, Rehearsals Manager. 
Janet Preston, Wardrobe Mistress. 
Elaine Morris, Make-up Mistress. 

Ian Schrader, Front of House. 


Ex Officio :— 

Mervyn Glue, Producer. 

Betty Carnochan, Ballet Mistress. 

Fred Port, Musical Director. 

Script writers :— | 
Graham Halligan, John King, Ralph Riccal- 


kins, Dave Ives, Sub-leaders. Virginia Roberts, John Smart. 


Milk Bar Cowboys 

Procesh Committee, 

Rod Harris, Chairman. 

John Moore, Official Official. 


Brian Bluck, C.H. Transport. 
Dave Beauchamp, R.H. Materials. 


Pick-pockets Kleptomaniacs 

Collections Committee. 

Bob Hill, Chairman. 

Jean Johnston, John Williams, Lindy 


Wilcox, Jennifer Reynolds, Harold Mc- 
Millan. 


Capping Service Committee. 

Shona Dalglish, Chairman. 

Maureen Dinsdale, Elisabeth Johnston, 
Judith Passmore, K. A. Horn, R. G. Mc- 
Cullough, 1. Tennent. 


Nicholls, 


Ohe 
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Is a mammal 
With a hump 
On its rump. 





“There's a cute little fellow here who wants 
to borrow your sports edition.” 





A GOOD BOOK TAKES YOUR MIND 
OFE MUNDANE MATTERS /S 
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WHIT CO BE a TOMBS Lrp - WHERE GOOD BOOKS COME FROM 
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“We PUT THE FILM IN UPSIDE-DOWN — THATS WHY!" 
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You WONT GO WRONG IF You GET YOUR PHOTOGRAPHIC 
ween, FROM CAMERACRAFT Lip 7-9 New REGENT ST. 


Tn Memoriam 
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O when I die please bury me ae 
In no secluded cemetery, | a S. 
\] 


But in a cellar let me lie 
With gleaming bottles stacked up high. 
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In such a state no dry decay 

Will gnaw my flesh and bones away, 
But soaked in wine they’ll be preserved, 
A fate which surely they’ve deserved. 
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At head and foot a tombstone raise. 
Inseribe on it, “In all his days 

He ever lived in drunken state, 

Which these tombstones commemorate.” 


With such a sepulchre for me 

I’d scorn an immortality 

Which offered me nor beer nor wine— 
V’ll build my own embottled shrine. 














CAPPING MAG HOLDS HANDS 
WITH HISTORY 


The race for survival goes on. 


Exhausted editors and other literary hacks, 


debauched and dilapidated, may fall by the wayside, but the politician (and the common 
man in the street) still has his problems as he did a thousand years ago, and he still 
turns, with his perennial heartaches, to the man of letters. What advice he has hoped 
' for we do not know but the replies that he has received have been masterpieces of 


unhelpfulness. 


To this rule there has been, perhaps, one exception—Capping Mag. 


We, the editors, are proud of the trust that has been placed in us and to show how 
well based that trust has been and to invite you to send in your own personal problems 
for us to solve, we have dug back into our archives to bring you examples of our 


euiding influence in world history. 


The Editor, 
Sapping Mag. 
Dear Sir, 

I am in love with a girl called Eve. She 
is very beautiful and dresses in the most 
exquisite oak leaves. By the way that she 
looks at me I think she may return my 
love, but I am too shy to ask her. How 
can I get to know her? 


Yours from Eden, 
Adam. 


Make up to some other woman and see what the 
reaction Is. 


In England problems have been constantly 
arising. Among the thousands we have 
dealt with are these unqualified successes. 


The Editor, 
Sapping Mag. 
Dear Sir, 
Have you any idea where I can find a 


horse? 
Yours in haste, 


Richard Uf. ~ 


If Shakespeare has no objection, you might try 
Shanks’ pony. 


a 


The Editor, 
Capping Mag. 
Dear Sir, 

Owing to some misunderstanding which 
does not exactly ease my discomfort, some 
stupid roundheads have decapitated me. 
How much should I sue for? 


Yours from the block, 
Charles I. 


Why don’t you drop dead? 


The Editor, 
Capping Mag. 
Dear Sir, 

The other day-as I was sitting quietly in 
my garden, discoursing with my learned 
friends, on the subject of Einstein’s theory 
of relativity, an apple, by some mischance, 
dropped upon my cranium. Had this been a 
brick it might have killed me. As it was, 
my peace of mind and physical wellbeing 
were sore disturbed by such an abnormal 
precipitation. Could you please explain this 
phenomena? 

Yours in pain, 


Isaae Newton. 


Gravity, my dear sir, gravity. ‘ 








The Editor, 
Capping Mag. 
Dear Sir, 

I suspect that Lady Hamilton is being 
unfaithful. I have been watching her closely 
but am unable to see anything. How can 
I prove this? 

Lord Nelson. 


Try using the other eye. 


But England is not the only country with 
such troubles, of course, and from among 
our records we also found these French and 
American examples— 


The Editor, 
Capping Mag. 
Dear Sir, 
Today I was in Paris and helped fell the 


Bastille. It was by no means an easy vic- 


tory but I am confident that we Frenchmen 
have struck a deathblow at the ogre 
tyranny. I am anxious that such a moment, 
and my small part in it, should not be for- 


~ gotten. How can I achieve immortality? 


Get stuffed. 


The Editor, 
Capping ‘Mag. 
Dear Sir, 

I have had the misfortune to lose my 
coonskin hat and have looked everywhere 
for it but without success. As I am rather 
busy at the moment making myself a 
legend, I wondered if you could possibly find 
the dratted thing for me. 


Davy Crockett. 


Just hang around until 1956, son—everyone will 
be wearing them then. 


Lastly, from the modern man in_ the 
street comes this typical world shattering 
problem— 


Thi Idetor, 

Cappeng Mag. 

Diar Ser, 

FE am haveng troubli weth my typiwretir. 
Iviry temi E want to wreti “e” et wretis 
“i” and iviry temi E want to wreti “1” et 
wretis “e”’. What can E do? 


Hilin Piasi. 





Two morons were strolling in the woods 
when one said, “Look, there’s Gertie’s left 
arm. Iam sure that’s the ring she wore.” 


Plunging farther into the forest, the other 
moron suddenly exclaimed, “Why, there’s 
Gertie’s right arm. I’d know that wrist 
watch anywhere.” Continuing their jour- 
ney, they met up with Gertie’s left leg and 
Gertie’s right leg, then with her torso, and 
finally they arrived at a spot where Gertie’s 
dismembered head stared up at them. Said 
the first moron, “Why, there’s Gertie now.” 


The second moron stood over Gertie’s 
head and, in a plaintive voice said, ‘For 
goodness sake, Gertie, pull yourself 
together.” : 














Cautionary 


Cale 


Henry was a hurly burly 

Who took to dissipation early. 

His father found instead of candy 

He liked a good stiff double brandy. 
While every day he pestered mum 

To buy him some Jamaican Rum. 

It did not take him long to find 

That girls combine quite well with wine; 
And very soon he knew that sex 

Was often found below the nex. 

But delinquent Henry, though he should, 
Did not leave the neighbourhood. 

For here was sport enough and more 

He had not reached eighteen before, 

Not one poor girl was unseduced, 

And so young Henry ruled the roost. 
Alas! Intoxicated by success 

Our hero took to drinking meths; ae 
And so he died, but not before 
His progeny reached forty-four. 
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MORAL: ee 
It is quite plain that guzzling meths The venerable Rede 
Does not combine with drink and sex. 
So keep to women, wine and song It’s a pity he couldn’t spel 


And you will live for just as long. 
: eo Sees sche ees a 


Could read, 








THE TWO BOTTLES 


Two bottles stood upon a bin, 

The one was fat, the other thin. 

Fain would they taste of married bliss, 
But who'll give them advice on this? 


And with their suffering double-eye 
They gaze into the empty sky 

But no one leaves his heavenly station 
To grant the poor dears satiation. 
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DADDY SEZ 

“IF YOU WONT A GOOD GARDIN 
PWAY FOR WAIN 

AND 4 A VEWWY NISE HAIRCUT 
GO TO WAINE! 


George Waine, Men’s Hairdresser 
Hereford Court 




















. the soldier strolled on down the road 
threading his way among the crowd. There 
seemed to be a bit of a hold-up in front, 
people gathered in a knot, he pushed his way 
to the front and there, amid the legs of the 
crowd he saw what looked strangely like a 
frog or toad. Bending down quickly he 
scooped it up into his battledress pocket 
meaning to let it go at the first favourable 
opportunity. 

Still walking down the main street he 
heard a high pitched voice address him, 
“Thanks soldier’. He looked around, no one 
seemed to be addressing him, he walked on. 
There it was again, “Thanks soldier’. He 
looked around again, still no one seemed to 
be addressing him, and then his eye caught 
the frog leaning out his tunic pocket. His 
head jerked back in surprise, “Was that 
you talking?” he said. ‘Of course,” said the 
frog. “As a matter of fact I thought you 
would be a little surprised at my talking but 
I picked you as being of a rather kind sort 
of nature, which is why I attracted your 
attention further down the street.” 


“As a matter of fact,” the frog continued, 
_“T have an even bigger surprise for you. You 
see, I am not an ordinary frog, I am really 
a fairy princess in disguise.” The soldier 
thought this a little hard to stomach and 


looked down at the frog unbelievingly. 
“True” said the frog, “I really am’. “Well,, 
why don’t you turn yourself: into a fairy. 


princess then?” “Alas,” replied the frog, 
“IT am under a wicked spell. My wicked 
guardian wished to banish me from the 
kingdom where my father reigns, and” con- 
tinued the prineess, “there is only one thing 
that ean save me from living and dying as a 
frog and that is to spend a night in bachelor 
quarters, a thing which my _ guardian 
thought I would never do.” 
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The soldier, being really kind hearted, 
thought that here was an opportunity to 
do some good, so he suggested to the fairy 
princess that she come back and spend the 
night in his hut at Burnham, which the prin- 
cess was not loath to do, since it would break 
the wicked spell. 

The soldier arrived safely back at the 
camp with the frog tucked snugly in his 
pocket—no detection by the sentries; no 
trouble at all and he was doing a really 
charitable thing. Before going to sleep that 
night he tucked the frog safely under his 
pillow and said, “Wake me if there is any- 
thing that you want.’ The fairy princess 
said she would and they settled down for the 
night. Next morning when the soldier awoke 
the miracle had been worked, the spell 
broken and there, on his bed, lay the fairy 
princess as beautiful and charming as any 
one of legend ...... “and that, *.said 
the lawyer, 


ean | 


evidence’’! 





Girls who eat their carrots and spinach have 
legs like this 
1] 


Girls who ride horses have legs like this 


() 


Girls who get drunk have legs like this 
) ( 


Girls who use good judgment have legs like 


this 
xX 





There are worse occupations in the world than feeling a woman's pulse.—Laurence 


Sterne. 
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Ashburton 
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“THE FRIENDLY 


Christchurch 





, by George, is a bit of good healthy exercise!” 





FOR FRIENDLY SERVICE — 





‘COU, 
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“What these fellows need 









MAN OF LETTERS: 
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‘jourst. ai "and keep his tea till 1030?" 
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“Shix *clock closhing’s O.K.! Joker can’t get drunk by shix’s no businesh 


999 


na pub anyway! 

















WEDNESDAY, 8th MAY, 1957 





Proceeds to | 
THE INTELLECTUALLY HANDICAPPED CHILDRENS 
PARENTS ASSOCIATION 





LEAVES THE UNIVERSITY AT 10 a.m. 


BIGGER 
& BETTER 


THAN EVER / 








Jet Jackson, feeling a little lonesome, cut 
the hyper-drive and dropped into four-space 
just a few million miles from a typical small 
out-galaxic planet. 


He kicked his ship into orbit, activated ~— 


the repulsor screen and murmured “Jest let 
any doggoned ship-thief try ta hi-jack ma 
boat.” Drifting on over a settlement he cut 
the anti-grav, made for the nearest pub and 
ordered a double moon-juice “to wash this 
darn cosmic dust outta ma craw.” 


“Dang you’ve metabolism,” said the big 
astrogator standing alongside, “Ain’t -no- 
one drinks such earthly stuff here, get inter- 
grated!” : 

“Make yer play,” drawled Jackson, his 
hands hovering over his blasters. 7 
' “Ah runs this li’l joint,” replied the 
astrogator, his hands streaking faster than 
the Venusian swamp-snake towards his 
atom-guns. ‘ 

Jet’s beams took the big Buster plumb in 
the helmet and atomized it. His guns 
thudded to the floor. The old space-dog’s 
instinct made Jackson flick on his antigrav 
and jet out of the joint just as the bum’s 
guns firing wild hit the pub’s pile and 
triggered it. Still climbing hard Jet watched 
planet. 


It is rumoured that 


Westerns are going out 


is on the Up-grade. 
Perhaps there could 


tween the two... 4 


Setting his suit-computor to “ship-extra- 
polate” he surveyed the desolate hole which 
remained. His wristlet radiator meter had 
gone plumb off-scale. 

“Gup,”’ drawled Jets, “this place sure is 
active. Nuthin’ like a little shootin’ and 
fission.” 





t 
“Just think where we would be 
if wa wasn’t for sin.” 


* * ya 


A bathing suit is a garment with no 
hooks but plenty of eyes on it. 





After a man finds out that a woman is 
no angel, he tries to ascertain to what 


extent she isn’t. 


and that Science Fiction , 


be some amalgum be-. 


| 





Place: Thrace 
murky Turkey. 
White knight 
strays—slays 
maces faces, 
| gores Moors, 
charges rajahs 


scans plans 


howter scout a. 


rich hitch; 
spies prize— 
fadin’ maiden 
sporty forty 
fair hair 
neat feet. 


Ruddy nuddy 


Cheer, Oh hero! 


scales bails 
skins shins 
gains Jane’s 
arms: charms 
natters flatters 
bows vows 
(sure wooer) 
wins; sins 


savours favours 


Dvcwig tens 





Caughtcha debaucher! 





(gon’er honour). | 


Lord Claude 
(haler gaoler) 
stooping snooping 
creeps peeps 
peers hears 
sounds ‘Zounds! 
Caughtcha debaucher! 
traitor! Satyr!” 
roars draws 
lunges plunges 
broad sword. 
Jane slain 

sighs dies; 
Knight afright 
blenches ventures 


rabid grab at 


sleek cheek 


pecks it—exit. 
Jumps bumps 
crashes bashes 
brains plains. 
Claude (bored) 
hoots shoots 


bloody buddy; 


Knight quite (old mould). 


bled dead. Lord Claude 
weds beds 
Braw gore 
new shrew 
clots rots 


pecked; wrecked— . 


sallow yallow tires expires. 





new shrew 









* There's the 
right thing 


for everyone— 


A farmer once called his cow, “Zephyr,” 
She seemed such an amiable hephyr. 
I took a bump at 65 When the farmer drew near 


Ruth rode on a motor-cycle, 
On the seat just back of me; 
She kicked off his ear 


And rode on ruthlessly. Which made him considerably dephyr. 





from out of a background of sordid Capitalist 


intrigue and bourgeois nationalism comes the 
TRUE story of what happened in BUDAPEST 





When everyone in Hungary was happy and was quiet 

Some anti-people students were misled to start a riot; 

They staged a demonstration, were payed by foreign states, 

Were joined by fascist land-owners and their rich bourgeois 
mates. 


- Some Russian tanks nearby were attracted by the din 
And wondering what was happening some hundreds hurried 
in. 
Then the cruel traitor-fascists not listening to their cries 
With their bare fists beat them and took them by surprise 
Tull the tanks were forced to fire a friendly round or so 
And in self-defence, for freedom, they struck another blow. 





And the citizens all cheered and said it was a pity 
But so.as to kill the fascists why not destroy the city? 
But the Russians would not do this for the Russians were 
. too kind 
And they said they’d leave the city if the Hungarians didn’t 
mind. 





Now by some obscure coincidence, there were not far away 
An army of Mongolians who in Budapest planned to stay. 
They arrived amid festivities and to join in all the fun 

They waltzed around and celebrated with bayonet and gun, 
While all the true Hungarians to the Russians raised their 


glass 
And lined the streets in thousands to watch the soldiers 
pass. 





et ranks But the anti-people faction and the Nazis held aloof 
«Ce BS 2 And trundled home-made bombs at the tanks from off the 
oe, roofs, 


So the Russians had no option but to do their very best. 
And they removed all the rooftops with patriotic zest. 


The noble Janos Kadar after Nagy had sold out 
Promised to the people in case they were in doubt 
Motor-cars and houses, telephones and beer 

And all the other luxuries the government thought fair ; 





But the anti-people rebels wouldn’t listen to his plea 

And they turned on their radios to Washington D.C. 

So the people asked the Russians to bring more tanks to 
town 

And in a week or so they had knocked the rising down. 
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The workers then, in Budapest, implored their Russian 
friends 

To stay in their country and squash these fascist trends. 

Now the Russians were reluctant to remain in the land 

But just to help their neighbour and to lend a guiding hand 

The Russian state relented to accept: their humble plea 

And all the world applauded that Hungary was free. 
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CIVIC THEATRE * inden oe 
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Canterbury University College 





Graduation List, 1957 


Baillie, Marie Alison Hamilton 
Halligan, Graham James 


Baird, Nancy Elizabeth 
Hamilton, Donald Glanville 
Hill, John Malcolm Kirk 


Bellringer, Joanna Ray 
Davies, Robert Hugh 
Falloon, Brian Sturgeon 


Albiston, Isobel Shirley. 
Blackmore, Harold Stanley 


Alexander, Jennifer Enid 
Anderson, Henry William Davis 
Andrew, John Russell 
Batchelor, Ian Maurice Wilfred 
Belcher, Margaret Eleanor 
Bentley, John Hugh 

Bohan, Edmund 

Booth, Marion Anne - 
Broomfield, John Hindle 
Burgess, Rhoda Elizabeth 
Campbell, Lois Florence 
Clarke, Thomas Edward 
Cleary, William Peter Bruce 
Cole, Shirley Munro 

Comer, Sara Mansell 
Corkill, Margaret Lillian 
Davie, Bruce Robert 

Dennis, Owen Stanley Miles 
Diehl, Gillian 

Francis, Marion Brenda 
Fullerton-Smith, Jill 
Glasgow, Nicola 

Godfrey, Peter Harcourt 
Graveston, Michael Richard 


Arnesen, Alfred Charles 
Clayton, Alan Sydney 
Fitzpatrick, Mary Therese 
Henderson, Cecil 

Hey hoe, Helen 


_ Axford, William Ian 
Balfour, Ena Elizabeth 
Clark, Walter Clive 


Faculty of Arts 


MASTER OF ARTS 


(with First Class Honours) 


Campbell, Judith Claire 
Lenz, Eric Othmar 


(with Second Class Honours) 


King, Leslie John 
MacLean, Janet Beatrice 
Smith, Bruce Alwyn 


MASTER OF ARTS 


Lock, Edmund Binney 
McGregor, John Ross 
Peach, Clare Isobel 


IN ABSENTIA: 
Emery, Tuan Grainger 
Miller, Kenneth Roy 


BACHELOR OF ARTS 
Gray, Alexander David 
Guthardt, Phyllis M. 
Hanna, David Roderick 
Hicks, Henry Edward 
Hockey, Paul Robin John 
Hooper, Elric James 
Johnstone, Pamela Anne 
King, Noel Patrick 
Lewthwaite, Lesley Eleanor 
Lilburn, Brian Paul 
McCombs, Elizabeth Rosemary 
McCree, Marion C. 

MeCunn, Alexander Ernest 
McLaughlin, Lyndsay. Helen 
MacNeilage, Peter Francis 
McNeill, Margaret May 
McQueen, Harvey John 
Manton, Robyn Frances 
Mitchell, Keith Owen 
Moore, Melvin Kenneth 
Okey, Rev. Richard John 
Osmers, John Robert 
Owen, Jennifer Margaret 
Pearce, Lyndsey Anne Priscilla 
IN ABSENTIA: 
Macfarlane, Patricia Ann 
Macfarlane, John Pharie 
Mackay, Mhairi 
Matthews, Elizabeth Mary 
Prasad, Rohan 


MASTER OF SCIENCE 


(with First Class Honours) 


Fergusson, Jack Erie 
Packer, John Kdward 
Sandle, Weston James 


Frean, Roland George 


Vizer, Beryl Ann 
Wiltshire, Edgar Bevan 
Ogilvie, Gordon Bryant 


Shaw, John Frederick 
Shearman, George Paul 


Roth, Hilda Marianne 
Tebay, Dorothy Margaret 


Peart, Florence Helen 
Penney, John Franklin 
Pollard, James Selwyn 
Pollock, Enid Florence 
Povey, Patricia Ann 
Preston, Janet Frances 
Richardson, Joy Marlene 
Samlal, Doris Chandamati | 
Samuel, James Gurdon 
Samuel, Janice Ray 

Scott, Anne 

Smith, Coral Margaret 
Steel, Cyril Campbell 

Still, Bernice Mary 

Swift, Catherine Gordon 
Talasasa, Francis Milton 
van Royen, Jan Julius Alexander 
Walker, Donald James 
Weststrate, Marianne 
Williams, Evelyn May 
Woodward, Dorothy Marion 
Wylie, Elizabeth June 


Rogers, Norman Sydney 
Rose, William Dennis 
Wood, Kenneth Brian 
Young, James Leversedge 


Faculty of Science 


Sheat, Gwenda Frances 





Dalzell, Zane Leahy 
Dohrn, Peter John 
Dunn, George Ewen 


Keay, Colin Stewart Lindsay 


Boyce, Beris 

Buckingham, David Anson 
Campbell, Elizabeth Ann 
Collins, Noeline Joyce 
Dalrymple, Helen Mildred 
Day, Douglas William Albert 
Depree, Alan John 
Fickling, Morris Malcombe 
Gash, Vivienne Ellen 
Goode, David Heilbronn 
Harrison, Barbara Mary 
Hartley, Neil Mackintosh 


Heney, Brian Arthur 


Blank, Harry Edmund 
Chauhan, Khushaldas 
Cocks, Charles Bromley 


Lascelles, Gerald Ross 


MASTER OF SCIENCE 


(with Second Class Honours) 


Werry, Bevan William 


MASTER OF SCIENCE 


Edgar, Elizabeth 
Harries, Rodney 
Lewthwaite, David Evan 


IN ABSENTIA: 
Clark, Gordon Graham 


BACHELOR OF SCIENCE 


Hewett, Robert Leslie 

Hodge, Russell Edward Mason 
Johns, Peter Malcolm 

Jury, Kenneth Eric 

Kerr, Barry Herbert 
Loughnan, Christopher James 
Mann, Bartholomew Robin 
Molloy, Brian Peter John 
Murphy, Jacqueline Helen 
Murphy, John Oliver 

Murray, Dorothy 

Nilsson, Phillip William Priestley 


IN ABSENTIA: 
Riach, Brian Bell 


Faculty of Law 


BACHELOR OF LAWS 


Feenstra, Pieter Folkert 
Flesher, Roger de Rie 
Mayne, Anthony David Down 


IN ABSENTIA: 
Macfarlane, John Pharic 


McGrath, Kevin Izod 
Robertson, Peter Franklin 


Wisely, Valmai Mary 


Nunweek, David Henry 

Page, Sally Grace 

Palmer, Jane Julia 

Price, William John Owen 

Santhiapillai, Joseph 
Rasanayagam 

Saunders, Ian Christopher Beaven 

Searle, Graeme Hunter 

Skipworth, John Peyton 

Taylor, Max Ronald 

Tourell, Keith 

Westgarth, Margaret 


Smith, Raymond Millen 


Shannon, Noel Charles 
Ward, Morice Ryburn 
Wilson, John Miles 


Faculty of Commerce 


Bullen, Spencer William 
Ferguson, James Shane 


Frankel, Maximilian Herzberg 


MASTER OF COMMERCE 


Stewart, Douglas Donald 
Macbean 


Hudson, Alastair Gerald 
King, Desmond Gordon 
Lewis, John William Greig 


IN ABSENTIA: 
Evans, Hugh Rollett 


BACHELOR OF COMMERCE 


McGrath, Neil Vivian 
Moir, Graeme Edmund 
Wilson, Gordon Stanley 


Faculty of Engineering 


Perry, Edwin John 


IN ABSENTIA: 
James, David Harry 


MASTER OF ENGINEERING 


BACHELOR OF ENGINEERING WITH FIRST CLASS HONOURS 


Arm trong, Robert Brian 


Kerdemelidis, Vassilios 


BACHELOR OF ENGINEERING WITH SECOND CLASS HONOURS 


Anderson, Peter Donald 
Boyd, David Edwin Kirkland 
Cooper, Jonathan Ashley 


Dell, Douglas George 
Frost, John Eltham 
Gow, David John 


Saunders, Ian Christopher Beaven 
Taylor, Max Graham 





Bilham, Bryan Walter 
Bremner, Walton Murison 
Calvert, Colin Selwyn Harvey 
Cashin, Brian David 
Chapman, Thomas John Wells 
Crampton, Neil Macgregor 
Dickson, Douglas William 
Fraser, Graeme Henry 
Graham, Donald Murray 
Hall, Philip Garth 

Heeres, Cornelis Jacobus 


Barcham, Henry Pattle 
Beach, Neville Bertram 
Chambers, John Sinclair 
Clark, Stuart Nelson 
Deck, Wilfred Ronald 


{ 


Hewitt, Lawrence John 

McLoughlin, Robert Percy 

Mander, Robert Dixon 

Nunweek, David Henry 

Palmer, Barry Clive 

Porteous, Robert John 

Santhiapillai, Joseph 
Rasanayagam 

Scott, Bruce Hamilton 

Sim, Donald Hugh 


Sleigh, Antony James 


IN ABSENTIA: 
Freeman, Colin Stanley 
Gibb, Alan Neil 
Hart, David Benjamin 
Heine, Christian Peter 
James, Robert Arthur 


BACHELOR OF ENGINEERING 


Squires, Colin Westbrooke 

Surtees, Harold Edward 

Townsend, Arthur Ronald 

van der Heyden, Arnoldus 
Cornelis 

Wemyss, Frank Ian 

White, James Douglas 

Williams, Michael John 

Wise, Kenneth Charles 


Leroi, Jules Anne 
Maxwell, Trevor Ronald 
Radford, Anthony Joseph 
Tapsell, John Hakava 
Thomas, Alan Henry 


Faculty of Dental Surgery 


steven, Rex McCallum 


(From University of Otago) 


BACHELOR OF DENTAL SURGERY 


Faculty of Music 


BACHELOR OF MUSIC 
(II Class Honours) 
Hawkey, William Richard 


(I Class Honours) 
Nielsen, Margaret Alison 


IN ABSENTIA: 
(II Class Honours) 
Wells, Guyon Russell | 


Diplomas to be Presented 


Sutherland, Catherine Mary Susan 
DIPLOMA IN EDUCATION 


_ Armstrong, Ivan Desmond 


DIPLOMA IN HOME SCIENCE 


Corser, Geoffrey Norcross 
Fookes, Ann Vicary 
Hipkins, Beverley Verne 
Keith, Hamish Henry 


DIPLOMA OF MUSIC 


McPherson, Merion Eva 


DIPLOMA IN FINE ARTS 
Lamb, Peter Gordon 
Macfarlane, Quentin Manners 
McFedries, Theresa Stuart 
McGowan, Trixie Noeline 


O’Gorman, George Joseph 


O’Connor, Colleen Isabella Beatrice 
Stewart, Mhairi Annette 
Thorpe, Anna Constance 
Worsnop, Beverley Mary 


DIPLOMA IN INDUSTRIAL CHEMISTRY 


Brown, Lindsay Russell 


DEGREES TO BE CONFERRED AT OTHER COLLEGE CEREMONIES 


Chirnside, Beverley Anne 
Finlay, Frances Mary 
Irvine, Gwenda Mary 


Buchanan, Brian Wyndham 


BACHELOR OF ARTS 
Mauger, John Cabot 
Morris, Ruth Joyce 
Parker, Noel Edward 


BACHELOR OF SCIENCE 
Sutherland, Joyce Marie 


Dodge, Wilfred Laurie 
DIPLOMA IN.MUSIC. 


Hosking, John Samuel 


Raeza, Michalina 
Reid, Dorothy Margaret 


Routledge, Anne Lynette 


BACHELOR OF ENGINEERING 
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WIND IN 
A 


PUB 


Our man Algernon wires it from the West Coast, where apparently he was showing 
a Mexican friend around: they were in the pub. °* 

The man with the cap was hanging over the bar looking gloomily into his beer. 
He hated the sight of it. A big ruddy-faced man entered, a diamond like an egg on his 
tiepin and a blonde on his arm. She was blonde in the right places and had a demoral- 
izing mouth. He ordered a double whiskey, not the first that day either. He paid with a 
fiver from a handsome roll, carelessly tucked in his wallet. He did it as if he had bought 
me Coast and was taking ‘delivery here and now. The blonde had brandy, lime and 
soda. 

The man in the cap still had the same opinion of his beer. ‘‘Hey, you,” the large 
man told him, “How about minding your own business and keep your eyes off my lady 


i friend. She’s ‘not in here to be insulted.” 


Capman lit the bit of cigarette that dangled from his lower lip. It went out again. 

“I’m talking to you,” said the large man. ‘You just mind your own _ business. 
What?” | 

“T am,” replied the man in the cap. 

“You are, eh? Meaning exactly what, may I ask? Meaning that she isn’t good 
enough for you, I suppose? But I tell you that she’s good enough for me. [l’m proud 
to be seen with her, do you understand? Very proud indeed.” 

“Rightly so,” said Capman. 

“Ha, another crack. Thinking you’re smart, eh? Thinking she’s too good for me, 
eh? That I’m lucky to be with her, I suppose. Lucky to be with someone I’m not fit 
enough for. That’s what you mean, eh? What are you trying to say. What makes you 
think Pm not good enough for her? Who the hell do you think you are anyway, throw- 
ing your opinions about, eh? Who wants to hear them?” 

Capman belched. The glasses vibrated. 

The large man became even redder than before. His brows were drawn together 
and he looked through blurry eyes over them. He breathed heavily. His voice trembled 
with menace. 





WEST COAST 
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“Would you mind repeating that last remark,” he said, his tongue thickly spread 
with restrained anger. 

The man in the cap pushed his schooner away from him and signalled for it to 
be refilled. He lit the cigarette, dangling from his lower lip. It went out. He looked — 
into his beer with deep disgust. | 

He belched again. 

“That’s the limit,’ said the large man. “Fair dinkum, I’ve had enough of you. I 
know your kind. Always looking for bloomin’ trouble, but begob, you'll find it quick. 
Nobody insults my lady friend and gets away with it. Not while I’m here, not in your 
bloomin’ life. And they don’t insult me neither.” ‘ 

“Terrible,” said the blonde, “what I...” 

“Teave this to me, kiddo,” said the large man. “Now, an apology, thank you!” 

Algernon’s Mexican friend looked on with interest. “A question of honour,” he 
thought. “In my country the name of a lady is of some consequence.” 

“T’ve known knives to be drawn in circumstances like these,’ said a man in a 
bowler hat. 

“Eyes have been removed and placed upon the footpath,” said Algie’s Mexican 
friend. : 

The large man moved his head under Capman’s cap. ‘Now hit me,” he said. “Go 
on, I’m waiting.” 

Capman struck a match and lit the cigarette dangling from his lips. He held the 
match under the nose in front of him, then, quietly blew it out and flicked the stick 
across the bar. : 

‘“Halsteath,” roared the large man. “That’s it! That’s done it well and truly. Ever 
since we came in here he’s been looking for trouble and now, swelp me bob, he tries 
to burn my flaming head off. Putemup!” 

“Quiet, please,” said the barman. 

The large man got out of his coat. ‘‘Hang on to this wallet, kid,” he said, “T’ll soon 
fix this b...d.” He threw the coat on the floor and rolled up his sleeves. ‘Someone 
hold me back,’ he shouted. “Someone grab me. I might kill theb...d. Don’t let me 
get at him. I’m not. responsible.” 

Algernon’s Mexican friend rubbed his chin. “In my country,” he said, “I have seen 
ears and pieces of the nose separated from the head. Even on this law-abiding West 
Coast where there are some Revingtons and some Albions, picks have been used to 
straighten arguments, I believe.” 

“T’ve seen entrails,” said the man in the bowler hat. 

“When I was a young girl at school,” an old lady added, “I remember seeing several 
pieces of liver.”” She smiled reminiscently, “T'was on the gold fields,” she said. 

Algernon’s Mexican friend nodded his Panama gravely. “There are ways of attend- 
ing to such matters. There is finesse and a certain delicacy.” 

“T’ll swing for it,’ shouted the large man. “TJ’ll look the old beak in the eye and say, 
‘Yes, I done it. String me up.’ ” 

“Quiet, if you doan mind,” said the barman. 

“Come on, kid. Let’s get out of here before I kill him. But I'll be waiting outside. 
Yes, begob, I’ll be waiting for you.” 

“The affair is not being brought to a conclusion in a manner satisfying to the 
senses,” said Algernon’s Mexican friend. “There’s a lack of colour and a suggestion 
of windiness about this matter.” | 
abe large man picked up his coat and turned around. He roared. ‘Where the hell 
is she?” 

“Gone,” said the girl behind the bar. 

“Strewth! My wallet!” he shouted. He bolted for the door, fell flat on his face 
and was then up and away. Capman carefully replaced his foot on the bar-rail and 
stared into his beer. Something there seemed to amuse him. 

Algernon turned to his Mexican friend. “Well,” he said, ‘Time for supper, I 
suppose.” But his Mexican friend wasn’t there. The girl behind the bar nodded and 
smiled. “In a taxi,” she said. ‘‘Him and the blonde.” 

The man in the cap pushed his schooner forward. “Fill it up,” he said. “And 
mine,” Algernon added, “And will you have one?” The girl giggled. “Well, I will, 


but me old man doesn’t really like me to drink with the customers. T think Tl have a 
gin thank you.’ 


“Ts he here?” Algernon asked. 


“Yes,” she replied, ‘““That dope with the cap. Except for that dirty trick that he 
picked up someplace he’s ever so nice, really.” 


He belched. It rocked the top shelf. 
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A medical survey made several years 
ago at Dunedin set out to determine why 
men get up in the middle of the night. 

Only 2.4% had an evacuation problem. 

A mere 1.6% prowled the refrigerator 
for the midnight snack. 

The other 96% got up to go home. 


* * * 


Though I go bare, take ye no care, 
I nothing am a-cold; 

I stuff my skin so full within 

Of jolly good ale and old. 





My orb is vergin’ 
from its orbit 

Drawn by its urgin’ 
to a virgin 

Ain’t dis morbit. 


* * * 


Professor Freud 

Rather enjeud 

Exploring the regions above our necks 
For secks. 





“Open your mouth and say moo” 





When you have got an elephant by the hind legs and he is trying to run away tt 
is best to let him run.—Abraham Lincoln. 








Declication, 


We are quite prepared to concede that Capping Mag 
is a filthy rag 
and detrimental to the little beasts 
who imbibe moral principles at the hands of Dr Beeby and his high priests. 
(and the worst of those 
I suppose 
will become varsity student 
-s and just as crude, ent 
-ertaining and likeable as us anyway). 
And as proof that we’re not out to eddicate 
we hereby dedicate 
this child of our labours 


To precocious schoolgirls who pore 
over Capping Mag under the desks and roar | 
at all the dirty jokes just to show 
how much they know 
about undesirable things 
(well, that’s not you anyway.) 





To prudish old ladies who’d 
like nothing better than to be shocked by the lewd 
-ness of the young generation 
whose destination 
they declare themselves utterly ignorant of 
(but that’s not like you, of course). 





To harassed housewives 
who find time in their adventure-starved lives 
to cover the Mag with brown paper and hide it 
under recipe books where they can get round oftener to reading what’s inside it 
(but that’s not you, of course) 


_ El EEE COS EO eee_—_—_— 


To all the parliamentarians who have to keep their sessions going somehow 
and at the same time avoid a major issue and a national row 
and so make pleasant conversations by asking other 
parliamentarians, do they know what’s in this year’s Capping Mag 
or whether this year’s revue is as good as “Another for Mother” 
(but that’s not you, of course) 


To all the J.P’s 
and executives and barristers who please 
themselves enormously in May 
of every year just what a long way 
they have come since they were at C.U.C. 
(in 1923) 
and had the mind of a sewer 
(but that’s not you, of course) 





To all the pious who are devoted to Holy Writ 
but who have convinced themselves that their intellect will become lopsided if 
they study solely it 
and sponsor Capping Mag because they assume it to belong 
as a sort of supplement to the Song 
of Solomon 
(but that’s not you, of course) 


To the charitable minded who cannot resist a discreet 
student (on reflecting how fleet 
the course of human life, how formidible the size 
of the camel and how skinny the average run of needles’ eyes) 
and giving a whole bob 
to get Capping Mag are determined not to rob | 
themselves of their money’s worth of reading matter by way of compensation 

(but that’s not you, of course) | 





And finally to all the decent 
-minded citizens who are prepared to give a hearing to anything recent 
who patronize Selwyn Toogood 
rugby matches, Sunday requests, Social Credit, Marilyn Monroe, “A” class films, 
Gracie Fields, fried food ) 
and Capping Mag 
(is that you?) 
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“Poor fellow’s crazy—says stand back and watch me bowl a maiden over 


Birth of a 
genius 








Lust for 
life 





P? | 


I was interviewing a patient at the 
Mexico Mental Institute and opened my 
examination in the usual manner: 

“Well, how are you feeling, old chap?” 

Patient: “Silence! Remember. you are 
talking to Napoleon Bonaparte.” ~ 

“What makes you think you are Napo- 
leon Bonaparte ?”’ 

Patient: “God told me.” | 

Patient from the next room: “TI did 
not!’ 


* * * 


Little nips of whisky 

Little nips of gin 

Make young ladies, wonder 
Where the hell they’ve_ pin. 








TO THE MOON 


Oh Moon, when I look on thy beautiful face, 

Careering along through the boundaries of 
space, 

The thought has quite frequently come to 
my mind 

If ever [ll gaze on thy glorious behind. as 


Just after Mark was admitted to hos- 
pital he heard a loud knock on the door of 
his room. He called out for whoever it was 
to come in. In came a snappy little woman. 

“Tt am your doctor,” she said to Mark, 
“take off your clothes, please.” 

Mark asked her if she meant all of 
them and she said that that was just what 
she did. mean. So he took off all his clothes 
and she examined him, nose, throat, chest, 
stomach, thighs and feet. When she had 


finished she announced: “You may now get 


into bed. Have you any questions?” 
: “Just one,’ said Mark. ‘Why did you 
knock ?” | 


LIFE WITH GRANDPA 





Christmas Day without a carol 

To Grandpa’s like an empty barrel, 
He likes, to bellow a lungful 

But cart. until he’s bungful. 





INTER-HOSTEL ROWING—MONDAY, MAY 6th at 2.45 p.m. 

















The REDIGESTER 





/ 
| MAY 1957 


| Pick up your Piccolo and go West oan ase Mus. Bach 1 
: Liberace we assume can do it. Can you? ..... Mether’s Union Weekly 5 
ie Vieldeca. they: never dos. 33> Cae Se. Young Wive’s Journal 13 
EOC ea a PAY. CADaE anc ke Sa Se Faster Dulles 23 
: ber arrives: 1. Adonanistan: . s6) Soa en Collier’s 33 
Toothpicks for the Millions ow ee U.S. Industrial Report AS 
| Russia loses ground in Pantie Production __..... Popular Science D3 
| Delinquency in our Kindergartens a... Kinsey Report 63 
| St A EITIORE SOO LS «Seo o pk ce Suge ee ead Fitzgerald Travelogue 713 
| WOT Shte TPOULs GC MICAOOss sat cis aes Soe ERS te McCalls 17 
| The: Best. Viceoever Bad. ne ae) Aga Khan 719 
: si hey pastare Tom: the BUSH. ue. eee People 82 
How to overcome Concrete Slabs ow a Bridge and Poker Construction 89 
rhe art onceatine Mandarins = 2.000% kee nk Drama in Real Life 93 
The most Indigestible character I ever et... Cannibal’s Digest 95 
“Why didn’t someone tell Me? saan a. Desiccated 98 
| What to tell your Caterpillar about Sex? .... Pet’s Club 101 
Pabiie eg oa ee ee N.Y. Horticultural Mag 105 
| Our American. Womanhood’ ne a a The Virginian 109 
| Life in this Narrow New Zealand... — a. Truth 121 
How often should you exercise your Ferret? ...... Titbits 149 
: shacieaup. your Droubless 24-57 sacs ia ee Government Tacksation Bureau 127 


BOOK SECTION 
The Decline and Fall Of The Roman Empire, by Edward Gibbon—pages 131-132. 


Picaresque Speech, 42 Horsepower 102 Daffynitions 37. 


a i eer ee Ne Ge 


YOU, TOO. cAN BEA NUMBSKULL— 


ondle sheii euimcisl Mesianenl REE 
Wy your own home for THIRTY Days | II 


. 





heh’ 





Do you know the answers to these exciting 
and vital questions? 


What was it that Keats owed to Autumn? 
Why did Pope prefer a lock to a keyhole? 
Did daffodils leave Wordsworth cold? 


What was the secret vice of Childe 
Harold? 


Who was it who penned the immortal 
lines “‘Love me, love my dog’’? 


Was Milton in a comus? 
Who killed cock robin? 


Why did Horatius keep his bridge to 
himself ? 


These facts and many others will be 
revealed to you when you receive your 
chrome-bound copy of the world’s greatest 
poetry condensed for you (and _ you 
ALONE) by America’s leading authors who 
have combined such lucidity of style and 
clarity of expression that you, too, can ex- 
perience the same emotional thrill that 
throbbed in the heroic breasts of our poets. 
Written in words of one syllable, yet retain- 
ing the quintessence of the original, these 
volumes will bring home to you, as not even 
Shakespeare could have done, the dignity of 
mankind and the beauty of this earth. 
Twenty-four full page illustrations all in 
cinemascope and technicolor. 
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Two MONSTER volumes and 19264 pages 
of stirring educational poetry will be yours 
as soon as you fill in the coupon below. 
Remember no strings unattached and if 
after thirty days you are not entirely satis- 
fied, then we refund the MONEY but YOU 
KEEP THE BOOKS! Thrill to the tender 
yearnings of Tennyson! Quake before the 
mighty wrath of Milton! Laugh with the 
homely wit of Chaucer! 


Do YOU suffer from an inferiority com- 
plex? Are YOU tongue-tied in company? 
If so, then don’t delay, but send for these 
two amazing volumes straight away. Have 
all the greatest poetry at your fingertips! 
Be able to discuss wittily and authorita- 
tively on the words of all the poets from 
Beowulf to Ogden Nash! Pep up your con- 
versational ability with a dose of vitamin 
filled poetry NOW! 





ARTHUR VON SCHNEIDER PUBLISHING 
INC., NEW YORK 


send me. as 
ASTOUNDING OFFER to readers of this 


Please advertised your 


magazine. I undertake to enclose no money 


unless I am COMPLETELY satisfied and I 
will accept the judge’s decision as final. 


NAME 
(please get someone to print plainly for you) 


ADDRESS 












Fifty years ago a little boy sitting at his 
mother’s knee picked up a tack that lay, by 
some mischance, beneath the chair and 
stared at it, fascinated. 

Today he is the driving force behind a 
gigantic enterprise that last year turned out 
335 billion steel tacks ranging in size from 
tacks, large enough to stretch the whole 
length of San Francisco’s Golden Gate 
bridge down to tacks so small that they can 
only be handled under an electronic micro- 
scope. 

‘When archaeologists entered the cave of 
Shinoah in Northern Palestine in 1947, 
among the vast range of treasures which 
they discovered there was a_ parchment 
secured to a wooden frame by a tack which 
was similar in almost every respect to those 
sold on any super-market today. Thus it 
has been claimed in leading scientific circles 
that for nigh on 3000 years and perhaps 
even longer man has been using tacks 
whenever he has found a need for them. 

In the early days of the Roman Republic, 
there occurred that event—the rape of the 
Sabine Women—which has become so much 
a part of our heritage and our way of life. 
The story has it that only one of these 
women escaped abduction by the Roman 
warriors and when, in later years, she was 
asked to what she attributed her remarkable 
escape, she is said to have replied, “A tack 
is the best means of defence.” 

It is interesting to note that before bibles 
were printed on the heads of pins they were 
engraved on tacks. The change was made 
in 1642 when a Tibetan Yak discovered that 
he could print the bible three times on a 
tack. He was looking round in vain for 
something smaller when the spirit of 
Buddha moved him to fashion a pin. Since 
then, tacks have no longer been as popular 
for the engraving of bibles. 

Tacks have taken strange shapes at dif- 
ferent times. In the United States of 
America (the world’s largest producer of 
tacks) double-headed tacks which could be 
used with perfect safety by both children 











ALL YOU NEED To KNOW ABOUT TACKS / 


TACK UP YOUR 






TROUBLES 


and invalids were in common use by the 
turn of the century. Later, a girl in Idaho 
produced a tack with points at both ends. 
The whole district thought she was crazy, 
but today hundreds and thousands of those 
tacks are used each year by the American 
Navy (which is the largest navy in the 
world). 

Tacks have played their part, too, in 
world history. One of the causes of the 
French Revolution, which historians have 
calculated with devilish cunning to confuse 
the common man, has yet to come to a 
definitive end, was that the lower classes 
complained that they were being weighed 
down by the burden of tacks. They claimed 
that the aristocracy should not be allowed 
to sit in luxury upon their derrieres (French 
for posterior) while they, the artisans and 
peasants, sat upon all the tacks. 

It was due to the French Revolution, as 
well, that grandfather clocks, which used 
to say tack, tack, tack in the Eighteenth 
Century, now began to change to tick tock 
tick. The Duc de Gaie Paris, a nobleman, 
deprived of his wealth by the political up- 
heaval, as had so many of his fellow aristo- 
crats, and bowed down by the financial 
system of the new state, could bear the 
monotonous cry of his clock no longer. When 
they recovered his body from the Seine they 
found in his trouser pocket a note beseech- 
ing his friends to erase the word tack from 
the French language. Since then the French 
have always referred to them as les petits 
clous. 

But in spite of these setbacks the tack has 
gone on from one victory to another. In 
Britain in 1842, the then Prime Minister, 
Sir Robert Peel, announced a new policy to 
the British Parliament when he emphatic- 
ally exclaimed, “Open your pockets and in 
come tacks.” The idea quickly spread to 
America, where as in so many other fields 
of science, tack production soon outstripped 
that of Europe, so that today tacks are used 
for any one of a million jobs, from laying 
carpets to hanging pictures on the wall. 
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Throughout the long winter my friends 


had cared for their ageing parents during 


a lingering illness which afflicted them both, 
only to have them slip away together on 
one of the prettiest days of early spring. 
Being two women alone, they had to let 
things go around the house and lot, and the 
dingy reminders of winter—snow shovel, 
storm doors and. windows, two dead fowls 
and a broken wheelbarrow—were still in 
evidence. 


But when the two returned from the 
double funeral service the neighbours had 
been busy. The shutters had been pulled 
off, the dirty dishes washed, the hall 
cleaned and everything prepared for a big 
party. Food was bought (only some of 
which was charged up to the two sisters) 
and decorations were put up. 


That night they had it. Neighbours came 
from miles around. 


It was a glorious party. 


A year later I happened to pass the house 
in the course of my business. The shutters 
were still off and buried in the snow, and 
the decorations were still up. The wheel- 
barrow was still broken and the house 
falling down in an acute state of disrepair 
about their ears. 


But in the eyes of the two owners there 
was still a faded twinkle as they crawled 
out through the snow to the rusty old gate- 
posts (the gates had since fallen off)—they 
remembered the party held just over a year 
ago. 


My sister wanted her new husband to 
take her deerstalking with him. A serious- 
minded hunter, he said she could go along 
provided that she obeyed the rules. 


“But none of that feminine-intuition 
stuff,” he warned. ‘‘Use your head. Be 
logical.” 


After several hours’ fruitless stalking in 
the hills they parted company. My brother- 
in-law continued his search over the ranges 
till night was beginning to fall. Exhausted 
by the long unproductive day, he returned 
to their camp site on the flat, at the foot of 
one of the mountain valleys. He had sight- 
ed only a few deer and had been unable to 
get within shooting range of any. 


At the camp a surprise awaited him. My 
sister, looking unperturbed, was busily pre- 
paring tea. Around the camp site lay the 
carcases of no less than seven fully-grown 
deer. . 


My brother-in-law inspected her kills 
incredulously. “And how did you shoot 
these?” he enquired. “I haven’t had a shot 
all day.” 


“Using my head like you said,” she re- 
plied. “Firstly I figured that the deer must 
come down to the water to drink during 
the day or else they would be thirsty, so I 
came back here to the river-side. Sec- 
ondly and logically, all I had to do was to 
start cooking some stew and boiling some 
coffee and just like any hungry animal they 
came drifting in. It’s just like mother said. 
I waited for each to come nearly up to the 
tents and then shot them as they arrived.” 
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Arriving at the Christchurch Railway 
Station recently to meet my husband and 
family, I drove uptown with a very talkative 
cab driver. He explained to me an unusual 
event that had occurred to him the previous 
evening. He had picked up a fare, a black- 
veiled lady, at a cemetery gate the night 
before and driven her, in silence, to the 
address she had given. When they arrived 
he opened the door of the cab and looked 
inside to find nobody there. At a loss what 
to do, he rang the doorbell. An old gentle- 
man came to the door. “Oh,” he said in 
answer to the cab driver’s puzzled enquiry, 
“that’s my Biddy. She’s been buried these 
ten years and every now and then she takes 
a notion to come home. Here’s your fare.” 
And he slammed the door, leaving the cab- 
driver all alone in the street. 

This story had a powerful effect on me. 
Instead of drinking coffee that night before 

retiring, I drank tea. 
~The next afternoon I set off with my hus- 
band, two children and our family dog 
MacHine (known as Mac for short) for 
Picton. Driving along the Main North 
Thruway Mac suddenly took ill and, after 
a few convulsive tremors, died. We knew 
at once that it was because, that morning, 


he had eaten a tin of rat poison. When we 
had gone to pack the two tins that we 
always carry with us in case we meet any 
strange rats they were both empty. My 
husband, greatly affected by Mac’s passing, 
pulled up and jumped out of the car. As he 
did so a large truck that had been following 
us hit him and killed him instantly. My 
younger child, Norton, and myself also left 
our automobile to attend to him. 


My daughter Croddie, left alone inside, 
released the handbrake and, as our car was 
parked on a hill slope, it rolled off, rapidly 
gaining momentum, to run off the road at 
the foot of the hill, break through three 
wire and two gorse fences, cross two lucerne 
paddocks, and finally crash over a cliff into 
the sea. Neither it nor Croddie have been 
seen since. 


My husband’s body being attended to by a 
local cowboy, I took Norton away from the 
rather gory scene and continued on my way. 
However, as it was he who had eaten the 
other tin of rat poison, he died in my arms 
before we had reached Kaikoura. I was 


left all alone on the road and arrived 
somewhat later than I had hoped at Picton. 
What an eerie evening! 
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Blossom was untidy. Blossom was 
unkempt. Blossom had _ buck-teeth, a 
crooked nose and bulging eyeballs. From 
behind she bore a marked resemblance to 
a hippopotamus moving over rough ground. 
Blossom had, moreover, many unendearing 
habits; she collected fleas—live ones; she 
was a physical culture fanatic, who insisted 
on cold baths morning and evening for her- 
self and her loved ones; and she never went 
anywhere without two smelly untidy Pekin- 
ese dogs, who, without fail, bit everyone 
they met. In the face of it, Blossom’s pre- 
mium could hardly be expected to stand 
high on the matrimonial stock exchange. 
BUT Blossom was 48-28-38. 


We shall never forget the day we first 
met Blossom, the day on which she saved 
our lives and won our hearts forever. Back 
in civilisation after three months’ uranium 
prospecting on the West Coast, we ran foul 
of that most dangerous specimen of human- 
ity, a West Coast cop run amok. Stung to 
action by a sneering press, which had called 
him the drinker’s best friend this upholder 
of the law and order had, without even the 
- usual warning, burst into the bar where we 
were quenching our three months’ thirst, 
the time possibly a little after the prescribed 
closing time. In our valiant attempts to 
escape to drink another night, we raced 
several flights of stairs and leapt out a 
window, realising too late we were six 
stories up. We were doomed! But no! By 
an extraordinary stroke of luck Blossom 
happened to be passing directly underneath. 
Our fall cushioned by her ample bosom, we 
landed unharmed. Sizing up the situation 
in a flash, she picked us up, one in each 
hand, and shot round a corner before the 
disconsolate copper could descend the stairs. 


Dangling from the massive hands of our 


he most 
character weve met. 
° Oy CING BROSBY<HOB BOPE 
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rescuer, we both craned our necks to spot 
her face. Nothing doing. 48! Not till later 
did we realise how fortunate this was. We 
glanced across at each other and read in the 
other’s eyes the same message: this is the 
girl for me. But before jealousy could 
strike its cruel blow at our friendship, we 
rounded another corner and Blossom set us 
down. 

On our feet we nearly reached her chin 
and from the distance of a yard or two 
away could get a good view of her in, as it 
were, her entirety. It is sufficient comment 
on her figure that not until we had spent 
several days in her company did we so much 
as notice the cloud of fleas buzzing around 
her, and not till later still that the full 
impact of her awesome visage registered. 
At the time we could only stand and stare: 
48-28-38. 


Her voice startled us out of our reverie. 
It was not unlike a nor’-west storm howling 
across a jagged ridge, though not as restful. 
“The copper gettin’ tough?” she enquired 
with a chuckle. We shook our heads to 
clear our ringing eardrums and told her yes, 
the copper was getting tough, and thanks 
most awefully for her help. She laughed 
and a man walking past on the other side 
of the road disappeared suddenly into a 


doorway. “It was nothin’,” she said, 
‘nothin’ at all. Come home with me and 
have a spot or two.” We went. 


It did not take us long to work out a 
solution to the problem of which of us 
should marry Blossom. Quite obviously, 
unless he was a glutton, a man would not 
want her all to himself. She was bigger 
than either of us. So we would both marry 
her. Admittedly this posed certain other 
problems, due to the stringent matrimonial 
laws of our country, normally observed even 


on the Coast, but according to underground 
rumour the island of Bali permitted such 
marriages. After a whirlwind courtship we 
proposed to Blossom and were accepted. It 
says much for the strength of our love that 
during the period of our courtship our eyes 
were opened to all her peculiar habits, our 
noses to her smell, our legs bitten by her 
dogs and our bodies by her fleas, yet we did 
not falter. “Sufficient unto the day”, and 
48-28-38 is more than sufficient. 


We have settled down happily at Bali, 
but life with Blossom is never dull. One 
simple experience will serve to illustrate the 
type of adventure we daily endure. En 
route to Bali we had been unable to decide 
why a travel brochure about the island 
should boast of beautiful women and coco- 
nut palms. Beautiful women, yes, but why 
coconut palms? A glance at a photograph 
showed us that the coconut palms were for 
the beautiful women to lean against, their 
shapes being shown to advantage against 
the shapeless trunks. We at once had an 
irresistible urge to lean Blossom thus 
against a palm. We would soon show Bali 
who had a shape. So we did, but it nearly 
proved our undoing. It was at the height 
of the tourist season when we dressed Blos- 
som native fashion, and went off in search 
of a palm, followed of course by the dogs 
and the fleas. As far as the eye could see, 
beautiful girls lolled against coconut palms 
while tourists took photos. A_ peaceful 
scene—until Blossom went into action; for 
by the time she had found a tree strong 
enough to support her, as far as the eye 


could see beautiful girls and tourists ran 
shrieking from a scene of shattered and 
uprooted palms, and an irate chief ran 
shrieking for us. Our fauna had ruined his 
flora. We calmed him as best we could, 
and would have persuaded him to accept 
two blankets and a piece of coloured string 
as payment for the damage done, had not 
Blossom’s two dogs appeared, to inevitably 
bite the chief on each ankle. From the 
resulting furore we were saved by the skin 
of our teeth by the reappearance of Blos- 
som, who had grown tired of leaning against 
the tree waiting to be photographed. We 
knew we were safe then. Blossom may have 
an unprepossessing countenance and shock- 
ing table manners, but no male we have 
yet met has been able to resist her charm— 
48-28-38. The chief went off like a lamb 
on the promise of six large photos of 
Blossom leaning against a coconut palm. 


And so life with Blossom goes on. Con- 
versation is brusque and the quieter sounds 
of life—the whisper of a tornado or the 
gentle murmur of jet airplanes—slip by 
unnoticed. Visitors are frequent but prefer 
to view her through binoculars from a mile 
or two away, for the fame of Blossom’s 
livestock has spread. Meals for us are 
scanty, for Blossom’s appetite hasn't 
changed much since she won the wild pig- 
eating competition back home on the Coast 
in ’48, eating six sucking pigs in a single 
sitting. But we wouldn’t change places 
with anyone. Nossir. Blossom has great 
faults and we would be the last to deny it, 
but her attributes are yet greater—48-28-38. 
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Hitch-hiking in the Mackenzie Country in 
the late afternoon, I was finally picked up 
by a man in a dusty gold Cadillac. The road 
was clear and we sped along without talk. 


Suddenly the driver crashed on his brakes, 
skidded to a stop, and without a word, 
leaned over and pulled out a revolver from 
the glove compartment. As I froze to my 
seat, too scared to even make a dash for it, 
he stepped outside and slowly and deliber- 
ately fired two shots into the air, vertically 
upwards. With a calculated calmness, he 
resumed his seat, put the revolver into the 








glove compartment, and drove on. This per- 
formance was repeated twice more before I 
reached my destination and he continued on 


his way without me. 


offered. 


No explanation was 


The sunset was beautiful. 
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GLIBERACE (favourite musician 
fo the Queen) 


I was thrilled to receive your won- 
derful invitation to write an article for 
your lovely magazine, the REDIGES- 
TER. Each month I wait anxiously for 
my copy and keep it at my bedside. It 
is so handy. I read it too—in fact it is 
the only magazine that I do read 
because it is the only one that I can 
understand. It’s articles are so simple 
and are all about those things that I 
understand so well—love and women— 
and above all about myself, as was 
contained in your last copy “I love Me 
and Mom”. It was terrific. I bought 
two hundred copies and sent them to 
all my friends. They all stressed how 
factual and true to life your article was. 
Mom loves to read the Redigester, too. 
You would love Mom. Everyone loves 
Mom. She makes the most wonderful 
American cookies and embroiders my 
silk underwear. In reminding the world 


of love of me and love of Mom, as well. 


as love of peace, you are performing 
a wonderful service to me and to all 
mankind. 


* * * 


SIR EDMUND SCULLERY 


Several years ago, while I was wan- 
dering through the Swiss Alps, I 
remember coming to a_ particularly 
narrow place in the path, where cliffs 
towered above and below me. Coming 
toward me was a beautiful Swiss girl, 
but there was not the slightest hope of 
us passing each other. What was I to 
do? 


We all have such problems in our 
lives—questions to which we cannot 
find the answers. Sometimes we have 
to learn by bitter experience, but more 
often we can find this experience 
supplied for us by the Redigester. With 
writers in every country and articles 
on every subject the Redigester seldom 
misses. Again and again it has helped 
me to do the wrong things. Buy a copy 
today. 


MARILYN =MINRO 


Someone once said to me “Take away 
your blonde hair and what have you 
got?” I did not know. The man from 
Laramie did—‘‘The sexiest baldheaded 
girl in Hollywood,” he drawled. I thank- 
ed him for the compliment but felt like 
a Sham dame and when your magazine, 
the Redigester, arrived I was not over- 
joyed to find the following rhyme— 


Thirty-nine, forty, forty-one, 
Too much bust is worse than none. 


I nearly fell over frontward. But jok- 
ing apart, your magazine does bring 
some interesting facts to life. When I 
bought a Morris Minor I thought it 
looked slightly small but Redigester 
came to my aid. In the article “Are 
British cars undersexed” the writer 
admitted that it was difficult to fit into 
these midgets but suggested that one 
way to do it was to stick one’s leg out 
the window. It works. 


G.B.S. 


I must admit that your invitation 
came to me as a considerable surprise. 
I was lying soporifically in the bath at 
the time and, in this position, it takes 
me considerable time to collect my 
thoughts. But anyway, why all the 
fuss? Either the Redigester is a good 
thing or else it is not a good thing. I 
don’t see how one can cavil over the 
question. The past cannot very well be 
undone and as for the future—well, my 
dear sir, how can I be expected to see 
into it? And supposing I could, would I 
be able to change it? If so, then what I 
saw was only the future so long as I 
did not begin to meddle with it. Once 
I started that we would be no better off 
than when we began and this article 
would be a complete waste of time. 
Besides, if anyone reads the Redigester 
he will find out its value for himself, 
and if he doesn’t then he will never 
know what I think about it. So what 
the hell. 
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IT PAYS 10 INCREASE 


By Wilfred Stunk 


Before you begin this test, write down your own definitions of those words you think you know, 
Then check the word or phrase you believe is-nearest in meaning to the key word. Answers next 


month. 


ENDOSP ASM: 


PANTIOLOGIST: 


CANAILLE (Fr.): 
SPOONING 


PHILANDERER: 


PHALEROPE: 
BAROMEROLOGY : 


SYNCAPATOR: 


LL 


QQ > 


A. 
. Person who trains jockeys. 


€2 


A. 


. Malayan war chant. 
. Spasmodic finish. 


Lingerie manufacturer. 


A lady dog. 


C. Amorous term used by 


OQ > 


young lovers. 


. Baby feeding. 
. Species of African bird. 


One who practices philian- 
thropy. 


C. Doctor of philosophy. 


o> 


A. 


2 > 


Species of wild animal. 


Ancient Egyptian mummy. 


Science pertaining to baro- 
meters. 


. Study of iron. 


A housewife. 
A device to prevent drown- 
ing. 


B. 
. Jerk on the end of a piece 


Ow 


B. 


Ow 


An amoeba-like jellyfish. 


of string. 


. Study of mating noises. 
. The assistant editor. 


. Canal in Southern France. 
. Australian species of 
cabbage. 


B. Grouse exploration. 
D. 


Play on words, invented by 
Dr Spooner. 


. Philippino farmer. 
. Big dame hunter. 


. Term used when addressing 


4 service station attendant. 


._ Climbing equipment used 


by Sherpa mountaineers. 


Study of hotel problems in 
the U.S.A. | 


. Study of the mating habits 


of the Polynesians. 


. Musieal instrument. 
. Aeute hiccoughs. 


A man is known by the company he thinks nobody knows he is keeping. 
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SPECIAL REDIGESTER SUPPLEMENT 


A pictorial record of Geophysical Year in the Antarctic. 


In keeping with their policy of presenting the world to the world in forty con- 
densed languages, the Redigester has much pleasure in bringing these few candid 


shots to its readers. 
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THE AMERICAN 
BASE 


In this delightful snap 
the friendly and demo- 
cratic nature of the 
Americans is well por- 
trayed. On the left can 
be seen Rear-Admiral 
Bottom who is visiting 
the camp. Due to a bliz- 
zard, visibility is bad, 
but the Rear-Admiral is 
continuing his game of 
baseball with the lads. 


Inset Bottom left: Un- 
ited Nations Headquar- 
ters. Mr. Hammerscold 
and Colonel Nabdul 
Asser are shown playing 
canasta behind a closed 
igloo. 

Inset Top right: New 
Zealand Camp. The 
absence of buildings is 
due to lack of financial 
support. 


THE RUSSIAN BASE 


The whereabouts of 
this well concealed Com- 
munist camp is unknown 
—the two penguins 
scurrying for cover in 
the foreground are Rus- 
Sian spies, who typify 
Communist brutality & 
collectivism. B & K 
may~- be seen _ sipping 
Coca Polar behind the 
icy curtain. From the 
expression on their faces 
it is quite obvious that 
they have just heard 


the clear call of the An- © 


tarctic peewit. 





THE BRITISH BASE 


This is a picture of 
part of the iceberg be- 
hind which lies the Brit- 
ish camp. The post in 
the background is not 
the South Pole. It is a 
bust of Diana Dors. The 
men are holding a riot- 
ous stag party. The 
pulsating rhythm of 
Rock of Ages can be 
heard wafting over the 
iceberg. The slogan they 
have adopted for the 
evening is ““Penguinness 
is: good for vou”) xX 
marks the spot where 
Captain Scott ate his last 
tomato sandwich. 
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This picture shows the hero of the first assult, Elvis 
the husky hound dog. Here he is seen returning through 
the mist immediately after the rescue of Admiral Bottom’s 
blue suede shoes. 





Lack of food in the New Zealand camp has LOVE IN A SNOW 
forced Sir Edmond to go spear fishing. Here STORM 
he is having a whale of a time hunting seals Queery? Love? 


under ice. 


Women in the An- 
tarctic ? 


Opening night «fF 
Students’ Revue at ti 
Antarctic. They are 
well Up the Pole. Come 
and see for yourself! 





Thomas A’Becket must have led a very 
dissipated life—three nights killed him. 








... the more the stairs and the 
narrower the way up... 


So you want atmosphere? Let’s go to 
one of those coffee shops where the atmo- 
sphere is so thick that it almost raises the 
roof off. 


3ut first vou must have the prerequisites. 
By hook or by crook you must acquire a 
pair of long stove-pipe trousers. This applies 
to both male and female. They may be plain 
black but stripes give an excellent effect. 
Something like a tiger hunting. Well, we 
are hunting: for atmosphere. Yes, | know 
I’ve said it once, but I intend to say it quite 
a few times yet. The tighter the trousers 
the better. For men, narrow-lerged blue 
jeans will do; but whatever you wear, don’t 
try to put the trousers on with your shoes 
on your feet. It doesn’t work. I’ve tried it. 
Next, females only, you procure a pair of 
fabulous dangling ear-rings. The heavier 
and longer they are the louder the clank 
they will make, which is often useful for 


attracting the attention of the waitress.. 


Besides, if your shoulders are bare the 
ear-rings will keep them warm instead of a 
stole, which is very economical except that 
the ear-rings probably cost more than an 
ordinary stole and ordinary ear-rings would 
have cost in the first place. Console your- 
self. with the fact that a stole is a genteel 
garment not normally worn when one is 
seeking Atmosphere anyway. One must be 
bizarre when haunting coffee shops. 


Men wear anything they like above their 
trousers, but ties are hardly, well—well, 
why not wear your shirt open and show 
your manly, hairy chest? Lastly, you must 
have a long cigarette holder. The longer 
the better. This makes it easier for you 
to drop ash into your partner’s coffee 
instead of your own, your cigarette end 


SO YOU 
WANT 
ATMOSPHERE ? 


being nearer him than you. Sobranie cigar- 
ettes are, of course, most appropriate and 
add to the Atmosphere. If you are really 
in fashion you smoke gold-tipped black Rus- 
sian Sobranies in your black cigarette 
holder also with a gold tip. 


It is essential for a coffee shop with 
Atmosphere—you wanted Atmosphere, 
didn’t you ?—to be upstairs. The more the 
stairs and the narrower the way up the 
greater the Atmosphere. Garrets and attics 
at least three flights up are more likely to 
be patronised by those seeking Atmosphere 
than rooms at street level that anyone can 
walk into. The company becomes more and 
more select according to the number of 
stairs; the best company being at the top 
of the greatest number of stairs. No-one is 
going to toil up three flights of stairs just 
for coffee, so the manager must ensure that 
his establishment is clothed in Atmosphere 
as a just reward for the labours of his 
clientele. 

The entrance of a coffee shop must always 
be shut. This deters the timid and the 
undesirable who in any case would have 
nothing to add from their own characters 
to the Atmosphere. People who go to coffee 
shops must always act as if they own the 
place and are personal friends of the mana- 
ger. They should open the entrance door 
with an air of owning the place, walk in, and 
assume a pained look at seeing so many 
other people there. They should wear a look 
which implies “This is our coffee shop, we 
had expected to be the only ones here.” 
This should succeed in causing some of the 
customers to hastily drain their coffee and 
depart with the guilty feeling that perhaps 
they had come to the wrong place and had 
been invading a private building. Thus they 
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leave vacant seats for you to take charge 
of. This is a very neat strategy, particu- 
larly useful if the place is full up. 


-Of course the reverse may happen and 
the customers eye you first with a look that 
means you have no right to be there. 
Whereupon it is wisest to be noble and sit 
on the floor. This is permissible in a coffee 
shop and it all adds to the Atmosphere; 
which by now, as you may have guessed, 
aims at, being as informal and cosy as 
possible. 


“Cosy” is the key to coffee house Atmo- 
sphere. All available space is to be used up. 
Seating with contemporary covers should be 
around all walls. The floor space should be 
filled with many small and insecure tables 
of the latest modern design. Seating for 
two—I said it must be cosy—is desirable 
but the tables should be of such shape that 
they can be pulled together to accommodate 
whole parties (of people). The closer the 
chairs the cosier it is. But that’s obvious! 
Everybody in a coffee shop should smoke. 
Very early in the evening the air is grey 
and curling with smoke. Later it is only 
with difficulty that you can make out the 
person next to you, so wrapped about are 
you in a cloud of smoke. Now you really 
have Atmosphere; and laid on thick. 


It is part of the manager’s job to help 
with the Atmosphere. He does this by a 
number of hard and fast conventions. The 





...a pair of fabulous dangling ear rings 
and a long cigarette holder... 


wallpapers, if there are any, must be of 
“contemporary” design. These consist of 
enigmatical squiggles which may be scenes 
from Paris or phallic symbols. Who cares? 
They are part of the Atmosphere and you 
ean call them what you like as long as it 
sounds intellectual, modern, or Continental. 





— touch—ah, 


... assume a pained look at seeing 
so many other people there... 


These three adjectives are all part of the 
conventions of an Atmosphere. They may 
apply to the food, the customer’s clothing, 


‘the furniture, the decorations or the conver- 


sation. They are indeed hallmarks of. all 
that a coffee shop stands for. The floor 
must be either bare wooden boards, suggest- 
ive of the Bohemian, or they may be covered 
with straw matting—a modern touch. 


The counter with the coffee making 
machine must be in full view of all the cus- 
tomers and it is absolutely essential to have 
some plant, cacti or wandering Willie, either 
on this counter or hung up on any of the 
walls in contemporary pots. Jt is also 
necessary to have pottery of modern or con- 


temporary design. This is a must. No 


coffee shop is complete without it. The 
Atmosphere would not exist. The same 
goes for Chianti bottles—the Continental 
Atmosphere! Candle-draped 
Chianti bottles. Lighted candles dripping 
wax artistically. Besides, how would you 
light your cigarette, having forgotten 
matches, if there were no Chianti bottles 
with lighted candles in them? Electric 
lights disperse Atmosphere, they take away 
that .charming romantic semi-gloom so 
necessary in a coffee shop. They are banned 
forever. It is also a clever move on the 
part of the manager because he knows that 
he could never sell you either his food (or 
his Atmosphere) if they were viewed under 
all-revealing electric light! 


Coffee making machines are monstrous 





e 


creations, all handles afid levers and terrible 
noises. Nobody ever seems to know quite 
how they work and they arouse the fear and 
curiosity of every coffee drinker. Now and 
then they blow up with a noise like a steam 
engine. At the same time they emit great 
streams of vapour. The rather ineffectual 
female who is usually in charge of these 
fearsome machines pulls all the levers at 
once and for some unknown reason this 
seems to be the correct remedy. Nobody 
rushes to help her so I suspect that she 
knows more about these monsters than a 
girl of her type should. 


The coffee at these shops is always re- 
puted to be of the best quality and anyone 
who inhabits such shops continually boasts 
of his or her knowledge of “real coffee’’. 






.. . they emit 
great. streams of 
VAPOUr wes | 


This is a useful fact to remember and add 
to your list of “How to Be Superior to Other 
People”. I have a deep, dark feeling that 
they really don’t know the _ difference 
between this or that coffee but that they 
are out to make an impression of their 
worldly wisdom. It is fatal to ask for tea 
in a coffee shop. If you have ever done so, 
don’t go to that shop again. You have 
insulted both the manager and your position 
in society! To ask for such a plebeian 
commodity Just Isn’t Done. 


It is hardly. the right thing to go to a 
coffee house with a friend, or friends, of the 
same sex. Mixed groups are the: accepted 


custom. The idea is to prove either to 
yourself or to the world in general that you 
believe in (i) Free Love, (ii) Equality of 
the Sexes, or (iii) Platonic Friendship. It 
doesn’t matter if nobody is impressed. 
Nobody is anyway. 


Talk must be on only two subjects: Cul- 
ture, mainly Art, or Sex. This is called 
being cosmopolitan and uninhibited. You 
must never talk of your last illness or visit 
to Aunt Nancy; this is strictly bourgéois 
and Not Allowed in this game of coffee 
house drinking. It ruins the Atmosphere... 
Had enough. yet? Oh, well—to continue. 
A luscious subject: waitresses. 


Waitresses must be between the ages of 
sex and sixteen, anything younger usually 
has not enough curves and anything much 
older is not really worth making friendly 
remarks to. A brunette with flashing eyes, 
matador pants and a foreign accent is a 
very pleasant creature with which to lodge 
an order. A blonde, provided her hair is 
long and beautiful, does not always need the 
above sextras. Whatever you prefer it does 
not matter; you are bound to come across 
one or the other, and you may be lucky 
enough to meet a mixture of the two. 
Clientele are always on the most friendly 
terms with coffee house waitresses, and in- 
variably know them by their first names. 
The staff of coffee shops are all voluntary 
and are willing to work till all hours of the 
morning. In fact, among Art people you do 
not really belong, unless at some stage in. 
your career you have worked in a coffee 
shop, waitressing, cooking, or at least dish- 
washing. The result of this is that the 
waitress is often bosom pals of any one of 
the customers. She is very likely a student 
in the daytime, which explains in part why 
the waitresses are usually known by their 
Christian names. This of course adds to 
the cosiness of the place, hence to be 
appended to the list of. agents creating 
Atmosphere. | 


Music is the final subject I will discuss 
within the range'of Atmosphere. The ques- 
tion of music is a difficult one in a coffee 
shop. If jazz is played, sooner or later the 
shop deteriorates to a meeting-place of jazz- 
fan Teddy Boys. It is to be understood that 
not every man who wears tight trousers is 
a Teddy Boy. Teddy Boys are a very infer- 
ior class who know nothing about Art and 
Culture (we didn’t ask for their views on 
Sex!) and are therefore undesirables, their 
presence not being conducive to good Atmo- 














sphere. On the other hand, if serious music 
is played—Bach, Prokofiev, Shostakovich 
(coffee houses don’t go for halfway music) 
—one cannot then listen with the necessary 
concentration and waving of arms that this 
music demands and carry on a _ serious 
conversation about Art, Culture, and Sex at 
the same time. This music then detracts 
from the Atmosphere, which is Not a Good 





-.. @ serious conversation about 
Art, Culture and Sex... 


Thing. The solution is to have a gramo- 
phone in the kitchen, from whence faint 
strains of music will percolate through the 
smoke to the talking customers. Those who 
really want to listen can go out to the kit- 
chen. The other advantage in having the 
musie so distant is that one can safely 
declare that it is such and such a sonata by 
Bacchanhoven without being violently con- 
tradicted. 


Going to a coffee house is a complete 
night’s entertainment. You do not go for 
one cup of coffee’ and leave immediately 
afterwards. This would leave no time for 
building up an Atmosphere. Heck, are we 
still trying to get that! One must be 
prepared to spend from nine o’clock onwards 


swallowing cup after cup of super quality 
coffee—the price of which decreases accord- 
ine to the number of cups consumed. (But 
I have never had so many that in the end 
I have been charged nothing. The reason 
is that if you leave a long enough space 
between cups the price starts from the 
highest figure again.) You smoke more 
cigarettes than you would at any other 
place. You feel a deep sense of mental 
uplift through the intellectual conversation. 
Your baser instincts are consoled by the 
waitresses. And you reluctantly leave at 
two in the morning with no good explana- 
tion of how you spent the whole evening. 
Who in their right mind would spend five 
hours drinking coffee? But this is what 
Atmosphere does to you. It must have been 
the Atmosphere. 


And after all, when you have been stung 
by the fresh air outside, over-exercised 
yourself climbing down the many flights of 
staivs, and come to your senses with a 
splitting headache from too much smoking, 
has it been worthwhile, and wouldn’t a cup 
of Nescafe at home have been better? But 
I say to you, where would have been the 
Atmosphere? And that is what you came 
for, anes you? You didn’t? Well, I don’t 
care! 





. .. @ deep sense of 
mental uplift... 


a 


I went out to see him hanged, drawn and quartered, which was done, he looking 
as cheerful as any man could under the circumstances.—Samuel Pepys. 
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HOW TO BUILD A 





Before any technical description of how to 
build a university is made it is necessary 
to emphasise that such a project is not a 
difficult one and in the engineer’s repertoire 
ranks for simplicity along with the making 
of tie-racks, spades, pinheads, bottle-tops, 
tramlines or the Suez Canal. Hence, although 
technical excellence is not a requirement of 
university construction, the amateur’s 
labour, his self-sacrificing perseverance and 
his stubborn refusal to admit defeat will 
ensure that he will be remembered by the 
students who inhabit his handiwork in the 
centuries to come. Here was a man, they 
will say, who never let the deeper meaning 
of life (or of building) befog his brain. 


It is advisable, therefore, that all prospec- 
tive master-crafstmen should, before build- 
ing a mantlepiece or book-end, first try their 
hand at a university. The advantages of 
this are many. In the first place the amount 
of red tape will be negligible—conformity 
to complications like building or sanitary 
eontrols are no worry at all, for the average 
university conforms to standards which are 
far below that of any other kind of habita- 
tion and which would make a self-respecting 
pig turn its nose up. Nor need one be per- 
turbed by aesthetic considerations. The fact 
that an impressive-looking Gothic building 
with stone facade is placed alongside an 
anaemic outhouse is of no apparent import- 
ance. Above all one need lose no sleep over 
the layout of the buildings as to whether 
they are functional or whether they fit into 
the surrounding landscape; the citizens of 
this fair city have always endeavoured to 
keep a respectful distance between them- 
selves and any students they happen to see, 
and any monstrocities in the landscaping of 
buildings will merely serve to increase this 
tendency. The buildings will then be on par 
with what most people think of the students. 


In building a university one must remem- 
ber that there is plenty of time. 
about a hundred years or so. Since the 
average run of amateurs will take at least 
this time to construct their first crude effort 


In fact’ 


UNIVERSITY 


it is hardly worth while bothering about any 
particular design, least of all a modern de- 
sien, for when completed it will be 
hopelessly out of date. The Amateur Con- 
structor (hereafter referred to as A/C) 
would be best advised to make the buildings 
at least five hundred years out of date when 
designed, as by the time they are built, they 
will be regarded with that mixture of awe 
and reverence accorded only to antiques, 
regardless of their efficiency or comfort. 


The only other preconstructive worry that 
A/C is likely to encounter, is that perennial 
source of trouble, the final function that each 
building is to serve. As far as this matter 
is concerned it is best to forget the whole 
thing. For instance, if a building is designed 
to be a W/C then it would be reasonable to 
expect that that would be the end of the 
matter. However, it is quite on the cards 
that in later years that Professorial Board, 
with its unique brand of wisdom, will decide 
to use it as a library extension or an Office. 
So in planning your building it is quite futile 
to worry about its likely function, for im- 
mediately the university is occupied, all 
rooms will begin an unending transition from 
one function to another, regardless of shape, 
size or suitability. 


Last of all, do not worry about the loca- 
tion of the university in relation to the centre 
of population or anything like that. As far 
as our august body of education authorities, 
or the citizens of the city are concerned, the 
sole stipulation will probably be that the site 
should be as far as possible from the centre 
of the town—at least four miles. The fact 
that nearly half the students will be part- 
timers and will have to travel considerable 
distances to attend lectures does not matter 
at all—what does matter is that the univer- 
sity be segregated from the main populace 
by distance so that that obnoxious species 
of animal, the student, may be more easily 
ignored and forgotten. 


In other words follow the Example of our 
ancient forbear Noah and leave all problems 
except labour in the hands of the Creator. 








ee 


—— ~ 








STEPS IN THE CONSTRUCTION OF A> 
UNIVERSITY 


LESSON ONE: 


Dig a few trenches, arranging them so 
that they all end up in a closed figure. If 
there are any ditches, wheel ruts or rabbit- 
burrows already on the site—so much the 
better—use them, it cuts down on the work. 
In any case, as the trenches are only for 
foundations, they need not be any deeper 
than about six inches. 


“LESSON TWO: 


While the foundations are setting, go 
down to the Sumner Causeway, which you 
will find is made of pretty red rocks about 
two feet square; get a few truckloads and 
take them back to the site. Stack them on 
top of the foundations, filling in the smaller 
gaps with cement as you go (this holds 
them together). The larger gaps may be 
decoratively filled with windows and doors. 


LESSON THREE: 


For the roof, beg, borrow or steal a few 
sticks of timber -(preferably impregnated 
with dry rot, as this gives the genuine 
university smell) and secure them to the 
walls. Cover these joists with slates (nail- 
ing only every. tenth, as this ensures that 
any student who goes. roof-climbing will 
break his filthy neck) and you will find that 
you have successfully constructed the shells 
of your buildings. 


LESSON FOUR: 


All that is left to do now is to paint the 
interior side of the stone walls (no self- 
respecting university would countenance the 
idea of lining its buildings). Furnishings, 
of course, must be in keeping with the 
antique nature of the buildings, and the best 
idea is probably to purchase them second- 
hand from one of the older post-primary 
establishments around the town. 


LESSON FIVE: ~ 


Having finished and furnished the build- 
ings you will find that owing to the technique 
you adopted in laying the foundations (see 
lesson one) there are.a few unsightly gaps 
between the buildings. This small miscaleu- 
lation may be easily remedied by the pur- 
chase of a few war-worn army barracks and 
please remember that traditionally they 
should never be-painted. 


Your university is now complete. 


CONCLUSIONS AND REFLECTIONS: 


When you have finished your work you 
will probably be filled with a great joy—a 
mixture of pride and awe, but if you are 
honest with yourself you will recognise that 
what you have created, you have more than 
freely endowed with shortcomings. If you 
spend more than a couple of winter nights 
inside its over-heated, badly lit and 
supremely depressing rooms, you will realise 
why university students consider themselves 
a persevering, ill-starred and unfortunate 
brotherhood of unsung heroes, and not the 
drunken, noisy and disorderly mob of repro- 
bates that most citizens think them. 


If also when you have completed the job 
and downed tools for the last time, you stop 
on your homeward way and stare lovingly 
back at your handiwork, you will be doing 
only what other university builders in Can- 
terbury have done before you. If only in 
company with your predecessors, you had 
stepped over the horizon before looking back - 
you would have noticed how much more 
pleasing was the view. 











scotland is the place to buy a tartan skirt and jumper. 








Well it was alrisht when we opened 


Teach not thy parent’s mother to extract 
The embryo juices of the bird by suction. 

That good old lady can that feat enact 
Quite irrespective of the kind instruction. 


Ww Ww Ww 


There was an old man from Darjeeling 
Who boarded a bus bound for Ealing, 
He saw on the door ~— 
“Please don’t spit on the floor”, 
axe 
So he stood up and spat on the ceiling. 


Ww Ww Ww 


When Browning wished to convey, 
That everything was O.K. 

He cited as evidence, 

That the deity was in residence. 





Some men believe 

That Eve 

Didn’t need such a big leaf 
As a fig leaf. 


Sei ee 


There once was a maiden from Siam 
Who said to her lover young Liam, 
“If you kiss me, of course, 
You will have to use force, 
But surely you’re stronger than I am.” 


Ww Ww Ww 


Many a maiden’s ruin 

Has been caused by reviewin 
Some heartless wretch’s 
Sketches. 


See ee ee eee ee 
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You CAN PUT YOUR SHIRT 
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~1O HELL WITH THIS, LETS GO CET A 


WONDERHEAT 4e™ H.DANIELL 
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Gory Mory 


Down town 
“Cat flat” 

hags fags 

life rife 

podgy bodgie 
tieless guileless 
smart tart 
lipstick hipsthick 
smiles wiles 
“Come chum!” 
dalley alley 
lush crush 
struck “duck” 
beer dear 
bloke broke 
regrets bets 
widgie bitchie 
Swears glares 
hits spits 


stains swain’s 


soddy body 





blues shoes 

ire fire 

biteing fighting 
lashes gashes 
hair in air 
cop:—‘‘Stop... 
Name? Game?” 
no replies bodgy flies 
hurry scurry 
tart depart 

grey day 


gutter clutter 


found drowned 
clues:— bruise 
Blue shoe 
(frayed suede) 
landed branded 


tieless Silas 











The two new owners of ‘a racehorse went 
over to the stable to see him. They found 
the horse could talk. 

“T ean outrun any horse in Saturday’s 
race,” said the horse. “Put all your dough 
on me,” 

They took the horse’s advice, placed the 
bets, and waited to see what would happen 
Saturday. At the threequarter mark the 
horse was four lengths ahead and moving 
fast down the home stretch. Then he 
turned his head and slowed down while a 


filly on the outside moved up and almost 


crossed the finish line ahead of him. 

The two owners were peeved clean 
through. They waited until the horse came 
into the stable and then upbraided him. 
“It’s O.K., men,” said the horse soothingly. 
“It’s just that I like the fillies and when I 
see one of them I move in close. You know 
how it is, fellows?” 

They knew, all right, and they intended 


seme cs A COE ETO EEE EEE LLL ELLE LIE 


to do something about it. They shipped the 
horse to Kentucky and had him gelded. 
When the horse was lined up for the next 
race, he turned to the owners and said, “All 
that stuff about the fillies has left me. [’m 
not interested in dames any longer. So put 
your bankrolls on me again.” 

So they entered him in the big Belmont 
Handicap and put a thousand on his nose. 
At the barrier he pranced about full of 


spirit. When the barrier went up he was | 


out in front and at fifty yards he led by a 
length. Suddenly he slowed down, walked 
dejectedly to the rail, and hack to the 
stable. They met him and upbraided him 
fiercely. “I couldn’t help it,” he said, while 
the tears ran down. “I was ready to go. | 
was out in front, the race was in the bag. 
And then from the grandstand as with one 
voice 1 heard the people roar: “ “Chey’re 
off! They’re off! Boys, I’m not made of 
iron. It broke my heart!” 





There is some co-operation between wild creaatures; the stork and the wolf 
usually work the same neighbourhood. 
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A sweet English spinster named Lady 
Twadkellington endowed a London Ff ound- 
ling Asylum and each month made a visit to 
her little charges. Accompanied by the Head 
Matron, Lady Twadkellington went from 
erib to crib noting the condition of each 
baby. : 

“This little girl seems vastly improved,” 
said Lady Twadkellington. 

“Yes,” agreed the Head Matron. 


“And,” rumbled on Lady Twadkellington, 
“this little boy appears to have more bloom 
in his cheeks.” 

“Yes,” agreed the Head Matron. 


“Ah, but this little fellow seems pale and 
emaciated.” The-Head Matron looked at the 
chart. “That my Lady, is one of those 
insemination babies.” | 


“Insemination? Ah that explains every- 
thing,’ Lady ‘Twadkellington  intoned 
solemnly, “I always did say, ‘Spare the rod 
and spoil the child’.” 


* * x 


There was once a female patient who had 


interesting delusions. She told her psychia- - 


trist that when she drank champagne she 
seemed to fioat out into the stratosphere on 
a lovely blue cloud that was _ propelled 
through the heavens by six nude men, each 
with muscles like Superman and a face like 
a movie star. They reach to the moon and 
break it up into sapphires and opals which 
they spread over her body. 


“But when I drink beer,” she wailed, “all 
I do is belch.” | 


The obstetrician came down from the 
bedroom to the living room. ‘Got a cork- 
screw?” he asked the prospective father. 

“T’ll get you one right away, Doc.” 

A few minutes later the doctor came down 
again, and this time asked for a screw- 
driver. The anxious father handed him the 
tool. 


Another interminable wait and the wor- 
ried father saw the doctor poised once again 
on the threshold of the second floor. “What 
is it, Doc? Boy or girl?” 


“Don’t know yet,” the Doctor called down. 


“You don’t happen to have a chisel, do you? 


I can’t get my instrument case open.” 


Down in the hillybilly country where they 
drink whisky like water, in sunshine or 
moonshine, the village hophead lay in the 
centre of the road. It was high noon and a 
torrid sun beat down upon him. Someone 
called the local doctor and the sheriff. 


“He ain’t dead, is he, Doc?” asked the 
sheriff. 


“No, I think he’s plain drunk.” 

A woman called out from a nearby porch: 
“He ain’t drunk, Doc. I jis’ seen one of his 
fingers move.” 





“A bit precocious dowt you think old man,” 
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Thirst Specialists - 





86 GLOUCESTER STREET 





The personal story of an ordinary New 
Zealand soldier who overnight became a 
battle weary veteran. As narrated to Cholly 
Knackerbocker of the Hollywood Home 
Annual. Mrs Knackerbocker is well known 
for her powerful packet-packed Pullitzer 
prize winners “It’s Rainier in Monaco” and 
“Are you Grace’s Daughter.” 


MAGNO-GOLDEN MOVIES decided on 


a war film. Nothing unusual about this. - 


They’ve turned out a story on every phase 
of every battle right up till the end of the 
next world war. This, however, was a war 
film with a difference. Never before in the 
history of the United States Film Industry 
(and it IS an Industry) has the age-old 
problem of man-woman relationship been so 
compellingly treated. M.G.M. were bring- 
ing to the screen something new, something 
vital, something that concerns’ every 
American man and woman who has ever 
dared to love. 


The country New Zealand, the town, 
Christchurch. Well, naturally enough, the 
N.Z. Government was thrilled. “Great 
publicity,” purred a prominent parliamen- 
tarian as he straightened his Windsor knot. 
Also, naturally enough, the Christchurch 
City Council was excited. “Clear the city,” 
cooed a cute councillor as she replaced her 
permanent wave. This was the picture as 
the mantle of Hollywood and Cinemascope 
57 descended from the planes to the plains. 


This is where I came in. At 6.45 on the 
morning of January 20, 1957, Captain 
Jerome kK. Schisenhausen (one of the 
Virginian Schisenhausens) Commander of 


the U.S. Airfarce Globemaster “State of 
Intoxication,” woke me from my slumbers. 
I touched up my Max Factor. It was a 
glorious morning. Below me _ stretched 
Christchurch, city of sin. ; 
My job was simple. Get a soldier. Get a 
story. At Burnham, the Anzac West Point, 
all was activity. Moustached beribboned 
officers ran round in helpless confusion 
while raw recruits played poker with stolid 
indifference. Three days from now two 
hundred of these lads would be war-weary 
veterans returning from Africa; four days 
from now fresh untried youths heading for 
the desert to defend their country; five days 
from now raw recruits playing poker with 


stolid indifference. 


I wandered through the camp and then I[ 
saw him: My soldier. He was leaning aim- 
lessly against a lamp post chewing gum, and 
I knew at once that this was my guy. He 
was dressed in khaki. “Hi!” he said, licking 
his lips. ‘‘Hi!’’ I said licking his lips... 
So this was Big Jim and this is his story: | 

Big Jim was just a_ simple, naive, 
innocent lad. A University student. Big- 
limbed, clean-shaven and yet with that 
unmistakable air of maturity which singled 
him out as a star among stars. He unwound 
himself from the lamp post. 


Meanwhile back in the city of sin the 
producer Horace F. Schisenhausen (one of 
the Massachusett’s Schisenhausens) was 
pulling on his lime green socks. H.F. had 
two problems. On the one hand he had to 
shoot the New Zealand troops and on the 
other he wanted shots upon which, back 
home, he could super-impose our squares on 
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their square. There was no bother with 
stand-ins; the whole country would stand 
in. They were behind the film. It could not 
fail to sail. : 

Meanwhile back at Rurnhar Big Jim had 
been chosen to act one of the leading roles. 
He was to be a soldier in the first rank. In 
his own words he told me of his first screen 
test. ‘“Shucks; it was nothing. My name 
came between A and M.” He spent the 
whole night learning his lines... “left, 
right, left, right, left, right” ... The Great 
day dawned. The camp Commandant woke 
early as the first steely grey light stole over 
the sun-sired soil. He dressed himself. He 
sank a cup of steaming black coffee and 
drove to H.Q. Alone in his hut Big Jim 
silently sewed. Blood dripped from his 
finger; but Jim carried on. His battledress, 
resplendent in ribbons, had to be completed. 
Zero hour approached. 

Meanwhile back in Christchurch the 
director Oswald G. Schisenhausen (one of 
the Pennsylvanian Schisenhausens) -was 
brushing his gold-filled teeth. From his 
window he could hear the murmur of the 
restless crowd waiting for the triumphal 
march. With smooth efficiency M.G.M. 
lavishly prepared for these few shots which 
were so vital to the film’s authenticity. 








‘Not lomight, Jotephaint - 


Postwar watch straps were removed from 
all extras; postwar coins from their pockets. 
A water cart rumbled along the bone dry 
street. This was to be the real thing. 


The band began to piay, the troops began 


- to march. Big Jim strode along proud, 


erect and dignified. “Cut Cut!!!” broke in 
the two Schisenhausens as one Schisen- 
hausen. ‘‘Folks, folks watch the troops. 
Don’t watch the camera. You haven't seen 
them for five years. They’re your heroes 
out front.” A water cart rumbled along the 
now bone dry streets. The band began to 
play, the troops began to march. Big Jim 
strode along proud and erect. “Cut Cut!!!” 
roared the two Schisenhausens from the 
underground Schisenhausen. ‘“‘Hold that 
bus for just one moment PLEASE. We’re 
trying to make a movie. We must have 
authenticity.”” A water cart rumbled along 
the now bone dry streets. The band began 
to play, the troops began to march. Big Jim 
strode along. 


The sun sank slowly in the west. A 
willow weed wind fanned the now silent 
streets. The glory and the splendour of the 
day had passed, but deep in Big Jim’s heart 


something of its lustre lingered. <A bittern 


boomed in the distant marshes. 





The sun shone down on a field of wheat, 
The wind began to wail, 

One blade of wheat was a female piece 
And the other of course was a male. 


With the-sun beating down from a clear 


blue sky 


These two made a lovely pair, 

The male was in love with the female 
Though she would not suffer him near. 

The wind was so warm and the sun so hot 
That the female lay back for a sleep 

But when she awoke from her slumbers, 
It was dark wherever she peeped. 

She found herself in a loaf of bread 


And she whispered: “My God I’ve been 
reaped.” 

» Fe * 

POEM 


(based on an old French proverb) 
People who live in Chateaux 
Shouldn’t. throw tomateaux. 





There was a young girl from Berlin 
Who drank a whole bottle of gin, 

She went to a hop 

But thought it a flop 
Because no one induced her to sin. 


* * * 


There was a young man from Mars 
Who visited innumerable bars. 

He drank stout and beer, 

Left in good cheer, 
And missed the last ship to the stars. 


* * * 


There was a young girl from Connecticut 

Who was bored with conventional etticut 
So in summer and fall 

ft ay She wore no clothes at all 

it Mpls M But in winter went round in a petticoat. 
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A certain young man from Millisle 

Was a hiker and hiked with a smile. 
But a pretty young wench 

: : Made him rest on a bench 

“C’mon babe; you only live nine times.” And a miss is as good as a mile. 





* * * 


. | wk Poise det ae Joe and his brother 
eth s, 0 were driking toasts to each other; 
Johnny hopes to make the new In the midst of their quaffing 


He wants to fill his father’s shoes. They split themselves laughing 
Mary hopes to do much better, | And now each of them is a mother. 
She hopes to fill her mother’s sweater. 
| * * * 
* * * eae 


COMPENSATION eo 
Weep not for little Leonie 
Abducted by a French Marquis! 
Though loss of honour was a wrench 
Just think how it’s improved her French. 


* * * 





USEFUL HIGHER EDUCATION 


A Harvard man named eae Oh, have you ever watched the perch, 
Made a CarCet of burgling flats: Through murky waters softly lurch, 
But owed his prowess so to speak And have you ever stopped to think 
Entirely to his Yale technique. = _ That even perches take to drink. 
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THE ODYSSEE 


LIFE WITH THESE EASES 
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(By Carl on Klotzdorf) 


Hd. Note. We are indeed indebted to 
our contributor and his unele, Prof. 
Hermann von Klotzdorf, Ph.D., Klotzbach 
04 for these enlightening notes on what is 
known as the Klotedorf Fragment, 
unearthed only last year from the site of 
an old gin-mill near Gaza. A fine, pre- 
served record of some of the heroes that 
sported roundabout the turn of the century 
600 B.C. No records exist as to what they 
sported, and whether it came in jugs, kegs 
or other suitable containers. But see for 
yourself ... 


Perhaps you should hear a bit about: 


Uncle Hermann first, because he did. most 
of the work on this thing and I am but his 
nephew and Boswell and able to run a type- 
writer a bit. If there is any credit due it 


should go to him. If there is any cash.... 


well, guess where? Anyway, Uncle Her- 
mann is a Ph.D. from Klotzbach (1894) 
and a great joker for going places and 
poking around in things, and _ getting 
thrown out of them too. This time it was 
different in that he wasn’t thrown out but 
blown out and nearly became a Fragment 
hirnself. 

Well, Uncle Hermann was at this time in 
BKeypt or thereabouts and he had stopped in 


a small bierstube or whatever they call it 
there to wash the desert sands out of his 
mow and to look a local hipshaker over that 
had caught his eye (Uncle Hermann was 
always having his eye caught) when sud- 
denly BANG went something and there he 
was among the ruins. This was in the days 
when they were nationalizing the Canal and 
some of the stuff they used to nationalize 
it with was disguised as imported vodka 
and went off ahead of schedule. Leaving the 
nationalizers to their own devices we return 
to Uncle Hermann. 


He was practically undamaged except for 
a bump on his nose where the floor was 
resting at the time of the Bang. When his 
head cleared he discovered that he had the 
hipshaker on his knees—he first thought his — 
legs were broken—and a large object like 
the Oxford Dictionary (complete and un- 
abridged) upon his belly. So he shook off 
the hipshaker and legged it back to his digs 
with the book-like thing, which is something 
the whole family has: been unable to under- 
stand ... knowing Uncle Hermann that is 
a complete reversal of form. It-must have 
been a big Bang. 









nosing through it, in the absence of the 
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When he got back he dusted himself off 
and, being somewhat shaken, took to his 


bed. When he woke up there was the thing 





nat he had lugged home lying there and 
fter a couple of cups of coffee he began 


“Times.” It didn’t take Uncle Hermann 
long to see that he had a prize. It was all 
about a trip a joker named Hanno had made 


about 600 or maybe it was 6000 years ago— _ 


in fact it was a diary and a logbook and 
written by old Hanno himself. Uncle 
Hermann says his Hannowriting (Uncle 
Hermann is a card) was pretty good con- 
sidering all things and the fact that the 
book was pretty messed up, what with being 
blown up and all and being buried all that 
time, maybe 600 or 6000 years. So in order 
to tell you what it was all about I’ll have 
to translate pretty freely from what Uncle 
Hermann told me. 


Well, it seems that this Hanno was the 
son of an embalmer from Carthago and his 
old man had moved to Alexandria (some- 
place around Egypt not Central Otago) 
the time they had a big epidemic and wages 


were up. The boy seemed a kind of dreamy 


kid, always sitting around and wishing he 
could go someplace or do something and 





VINCENT V. GOGH 


everybody said he would never amount to 
much, sitting there looking at the mummry-_ 
cloths flapping around the clotheslines. It 

goes to show that you never can tell about 
people. It was those mummycloths bellying 
out that led him later on to invent the sail, 
though this came later when he was fooling 
around weekends with an old punt from the 
land of Punt. He just got tired of rowing 
one day and remembered those mummy- 
cloths. The old man was mad, too, because 
he was short for the next customer and had 
to wrap him up kind of lean. 

There was another kid next door and 
Hanno and he became cobbers and this kid’s 
name was Ahoyseuraeus (his old man was 
a Greek) and because his name was so long 
you can see how when they got to monkey- 
ing around with boats that a new word was 
born and sailors have been using it ever 
since. 


“Anyway that’s the way he grew up, 
monkeying around with boats first and later 


_he and Ahoy got jobs at the local shipyard 


cleaning bilges and oiling up oar-locks and 
that sort of thing and studying nights at 
the library about things, and all that time 
he kept on dreaming of going places. Uncle 


Hermann says this is ‘“weltschmerz” or 




















something and people get it like the bod. 
However it began to look like he had to take 
up mummy-winding what with his old man 
getting old, when his big chance came. 


For one day a boat dropped into that port — 


that belonged to a joker called Odyssee, who 
had made a lot of dough by having his old 
man die just at the right time. That was 
in some big war up north called Troy what 
was all about a pin-up girl and some horse 
(Uncle Hermann reckons that even in those 
days there was a lot-to-do with fast women 
and slow horses) and this Odyssee told 
everybody that to win wars you had to con- 
trol the sea and used to sit on a hill over- 
looking the sea sighing “O, the Sea” and 
you can see how he got his name. Well, his 
boat—they had a lot of different kinds 
about this time, biremes, triremes and others 
this boat had been built very special and they 
called it a “doreme” and Uncle Hermann 


says it was because it had cost so much do» 


re-me. I should have caught on to that my- 
self but I didn’t. Now this boat had to be 
rowed and when Odyssee heard about these 
mummyclothes he hired Hanno as captain 
and Hanno hired Ahoy as his mate and 
everything was corker. Having a boat just 
for the Hell of it was a modern idea in those 
days—and that’s where a new word came 
from. because. people were always saying 
“Y’ot to use that boat for something useful” 
or “Y’ot to get rid of that thing; you don’t 
use it” and finally they got to saying just 
“Yot” and Odyssee would get mad and they’d 
shut up. And here everybody thinking all 
this time it was a Dutch word! 


This went on and on and what with hear- 
ing that the herring were running Odyssee 
decided to get out of it and took to the seas 
again. Well, just about the time the fish be- 
gan to strike it came to a blow and it blew 
for a week with the result that they were 
blown plumb into the Atlantic, after some 
trouble with two dames called Scylla and 
Charybdis. Boy, did they have a time. Every- 
body had saltwater-boils and there wasn’t 
much to eat on board except some herring 
and they were in a tub with a big rock on 
top to keep them from popping up through 
the brine and with all the rock ’n roll it just 
naturally mashed those herring. So they 
spread them on crackers and washed it down 
with wine. Uncle Hermann says it became 
practically a custom and that people around 
the Y’ot Clubs do that to this day except they 
use rum to cut the salt out of their throat. 

So being in the Atlantic and the wind 
holding in the North they had to sail to the 
South. Odyssee thought this sailing was 








lovely, no rowing to do and the doreme doing 
a slick six knots. Besides there had been a 
persistent rumour around the waterfront 


that if a fellow started along the coast and 


kept going he was bound to get back where 
he started though most folk scorned the idea. 
Said it was a sailor’s drunken dream and 
warned their daughters against going out 
with them. Besides the fishing stayed good 
even after they ran out of mashed herring 
and wine. 


What happened from here on must be left 
to guess because the Fragment got kind of 
messed up in that blow-up and Uncle 
Herman spilled some stuff on it that sort of 
dissolved the ink and paper. Him and _ his 
Johnny Walker. Anyway the next part we 
can read says they were at Cape Town after 
a long time because Hanno mentions trim- 
ming his beard and Ahoy seems to have a 
lot of trouble with a litle boy that looks a 
lot like him and who seems to be on board 
with some women not before mentioned in 
this account. There is also a new stroke-oar 
called M’Bongo they must have picked up 
somewhere. This part Uncle Hermann sort 
of fills in, he says it’s easy for a joker with 
imagination and Boy! Uncle Hermann has 
plenty of that, particularly when he has been 
flourishing a keg. A hard man, Uncle 
Hermann. 

By now we can see Odyssee has a lot of 
ingenuity, make no mistake about that. Of 
course there were little accidents like that 


automatic anchovy paste not to mention that 
little boy, but that happens in the best of 


society. : 
Well, next place our heroes seem to. be 


found is what is now known as Madagascar, 


where that man-eating tree is, that keeps 
constantly coming up in ‘Tarzan-films. 
Odyssee got that yarn:up as a result of Ahoy 
getting stuck in a thorn-bush after leaving 
a local do after dark. Uncle Hermann always 
reads this part twice with chuckles but won’t 
tell what went on. Says I’m too delicate. I 


guess I am not exactly muscular. Anyway, 


you see that man-eating tree quite a lot in 
the pictures. | 
It was here that there was some_ to-do 


about sirens or mermaids or something. They 
stayed here quite a while having a good 


time—you know what sailors are. They 
also built a play-pen amidships in what later 
became known as the well-deck because they 
got to saying so often “Oh well; guess we'll 
have to make it bigger.”” Trouble was_ it 
seems all the interesting Female anthropo- 
logical specimen the sailors brought along. 
Sailors are still keen on mascots and pets, 


but the Navy Regulations are a lot tougher 
these days. Uncle Hermann says going to 
sea is not what it used to be. 


They also had some fun it seems for about 
a thousand and one nights when they got 
near the Red Sea. That’s where they met 
some smart girl named Shererezade, and 
that’s where Odyssee got the nick name of 
Sinbad. He really was a hard man and al- 
though all sailors sin a bit at times—you 
know what they are like—it seems old 
Odyssee was a real bad egg. The old boat 
kind of got too small. I hope you can see 
how that got going. This is Uncle Hermann’s 
favourite part of the Fragment. There isn’t 
so much more that he can translate. Says 
they passed through the Red Sea and had to 
dig her through to the Nile after a lot of 
poking around getting through. That be- 
came later known as the Suez-canal. Odyssee 


would tell someone he brought the doreme 
from the Red Sea to the Nile. “Suez you” the 
listener would sneer, ‘“‘SuezI,” Odyssee would 
retort. When I asked Uncle Hermann how 
come they spoke English he said nobody 
spoke English until a long time after. They 
made it up as they went along. Even nowa- 
days the only people that speak it is the 
actors from the Old Vic; even the people 
back home can’t understand them. 


Well, it seems that when Odyssee got home 
and went in the back-door he caught his wife 
with a lot of boarders or something, but 
Uncle Hermann says it all ended happily ex- 
cept some bows and arrows and _ house- 
cleaning and the like. But he’ll tell that 
another time. 


He’ll show anyone the Fragment who 
wants to see it. Charges half a dollar. 
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You hesitate if you shall take a wife: 
Do as your father did—live single all your 
life. 
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Here are some nice little songs, kiddies, to sing in your bath when mummy goes 
out of the room. I collected lots and lots of. lovely songs for you to sing, but I was not 
allowed to print some of them. I think this is a great pity, don’t you? But never mind, 
just kick your little sister’s big knees out of the way, lie back and see how you get on 
with these: 


Old Mother Hubbard went to the cupboard 
To get her young daughter a dress, 

When she got there, 

The cupboard was bare, 

And so was her daughter I guess. 


Just like little sister at the other end of the bath. Make sure she doesn’t get 
hold of the bath sponge, won’t you? It is surprising what little sisters sometimes do 
with bath sponges. 


Little Bebop is practically shot 

And has lost any sense of direction, 
But leave her alone and she'll stagger home, oe 
But under a copper’s protection. Taper L 3 





Yes, we all have our weaknesses, don’t we kiddies? I think you will enjoy these 
next ones. 
we) 5 
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~ Humpty Dumpty went for a tot, 
Humpty Dumpty really got shot; 


Pt Ss re et cold water and all the Queen’s men 
Se ouldn’t get Humpty sober again. 
= CO: ic 2g | pty er again 
& Fin ‘re y, 


Little boy Blues, come blow your horn, 

The jazz is to slow, the boogies all corn. 
Where is the man that’s got that hot beat? 
He’s under the table, dead drunk and asleep. 





| 
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I hope you don’t drink your bath water kiddiewinkies. I am sure little sister is 
- untrustworthy. Be like Little Jack Horner and do it in the corner. We had to change 
this next little song a little, but I am sure you will enjoy it all the same. 


Jack and Jill went up the hill 

To fetch a pail of water, 

Jack fell down 

And broke his crown 

While Jill being a woman just sat there and laughed. 





Since Mary had her little lamb, kiddies, she has been doing all sorts of exciting 
things. Not long ago she went.to a party...... ! 


Mary had a little drink 
It looked as pure as water, 

But oh, the things that Mary did 
She didn’t really oughter. 





Mary had a little bear 
She treated it so kind, 


; es Now everywhere that Mary goes ee he 
. Ln You see her bear behind. w 
eet ee 1p a 7 : 0 
Mary has been doing other things, too, about which I am not allowed to tell you. 
I am sure that if you are really interested, however, one of our staff would tell you. Mary 


is not well at the moment and the doctor ‘thinks that she may have es I do 
hope that this is not serious as she is such an entertaining little girl. 


Well, kiddies, I do hope that you have enjoyed these little songs. Do as Mummy 
tells you now and go off to your little beds. This is Uncle Batholomew saying, “Good- 
night and lay off the booze’’. | 











My hot water cylinder was leaking, so I 
patched it up with sticking plaster and rang 


a plumber. I rang five. 

On each occasion a tart female voice 
asked, “Are you one of Plumber’s regular 
clients? No? Then I’m sorry, but Plumber 
never makes an emergency call; not even 
for burst pipes.” 

I rang the Plumbers’ Emergency: Service. 
They asked if the leak was due to internal 
or external corrosion. I wasn’t sure. Did 
it matter? “Oh yes,’ they assured me. 
After ten years’ deliberation the Board had 
drawn up a new procedure for all plumbing 
emergencies and under an even newer pro- 
cedure drawn up a week or so later internal 
faults were to be taken to the central work- 
shop. External faults were to be dealt with 
by their Sheet Metal Shop some five miles 
away. The leak was becoming much worse 
during all this explanation so I hastily said 
that I guessed it was internal and could I 
have some rapid action please? I was as- 
sured that the repair van would be along 
immediately. 

On its arrival some hours later a cherubic 
youth in trim overalls bustled in. He looked 
efficient. When he saw my sticking plaster 
patch his face clouded. “How ‘crude! 
Really! One is continually hampered by the 
ignorant attempts of laymen. Plumber will 
be so angry.” 


He snatched at the patch and rusty water 
gushed everywhere. At the sight of the 
deluge his face beamed again. “Nothing 
like a heavy job to test one’s metal. Of 
course, this poor cylinder will have to be 
removed to the workshop for repair. But 
don’t worry. They have some of the most 
able plumbers in the world in their: staff. 


Your cylinder will soon be as good as new.” 
The next day I rang the workshop, and 
was assured that my cylinder’s condition 
was “satisfactory”. A day later it was “pro- 
gressing as well as could be expected”. On 
the third day I became worried. I went 
down to the Workshop. I had _ nearly 
reached the section where I had been in- 
formed that my cylinder had been stored 
until further notice, when I saw _ white- 
coated mechanics trundling my property 
toward a door labelled “Repairs”. I called 
out, but they ignored me and hurried on. 


I followed, but my way was barred by 
locked doors. Fortunately, there was a 
small window through which I could see an 
immaculately furnished and clean workshop 
with a circle of fitters surrounding my 
cylinder, which had been clamped to a 
bench. In their midst stood an older man 
in spotless white overalls—a senior plumber 
I guessed. 

He extended his right hand and a fitter 
placed in it a hammer. The senior plumber 
began to repeatedly clout my poor cylinder, 
making it sound like a Chinese gong. A 
startled young plumber dropped his pliers. 

Instantly the great man flung his hammer 
through a large frosted glass window oppo- 
site. His face resembled an Over-ripe egg 
plant. 

“Silence!” he shouted, “I must have 
silence! A single slip and this cylinder 
wilt pass beyond repair.” 

“Sorry Plumber,’ mumbled the younger 
apprentice. 

“Address me as Mister!” bellowed his 
superior. “Surely you’ know that any ap- 
prentice is called plumber as soon as he is 
trained; but I, Iam a specialist. I must be 


called Mister to distinguish me from the 
common plumbers.” 

He extended his right hand once more 
and a fitter placed in it an acetylene torch. 
Waving it erratically, he peered at the 
cylinder. A stick of welding rod was placed 
in his left hand. A junior apprentice ad- 
justed his goggles while yet another mopped 
his forehead. All tensed themselves as the 
master raised his torch. He paused to alter 
the flame. It spurted large and flaring, 
wavered, and blazed at the cylinder, which 
reddened, glowed white, and crumpled to a 
charred mass. 3 

“Holy Hippocrates!” cried a junior. “He’s 
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“Tf yowre going to be so licklish lets call 


the whole thing off.” 





done it again. Why wont he learn to turn 
it on slowly ?” 


The great man flung his gloves upon the 
floor and strode out to where I stood ap- 
palled. 

“My property...” I began. 

“Yes, yes, my man. A very sad case. Are 
you the unhappy owner? Rest assured that 
we did all that is known to plumbing 
science, but your cylinder was too weak to 
stand the strain. Do you wish the remains 
to be sent home, or shall we dispose of 
them? In both cases the fee will be the 
same.” 





PATIENT’S LAMENT 


I’ve just had an operation, 

Squeaked the patient in Ward Four, 
Last night they took them both away 
And left me feeling sore. | 

For many years they’d hung around, 
Inseparable companions, 

Like Jack and Jill or Pat and Mike 
Or even steak and onions. 

But now those good old days have gone, 
I face the world with dread, 

Shame and sadness bow me down, 

I eannot raise my head. 

They’re pickled, look, in alcohol 

And stand upon a shelf; 

Why did that surgeon’s knife remove 
The best part of myself? 

Why did that callous blade of steel, 
Tenoring all my moans, 

Plunge swiftly to my very gall 

And take away my stones? 


* * * 


There was a young fellow named Lance 
Who went off one night to a dance 

But the doorman cried “Stop! 

This ain’t a varsity hop, 
Go back home and put on your panse.” 


A maiden who walked on the corso 
Displayed overmuch of her torso, 

A erowd soon collected, 

But no one objected, 
And some were in favour of more so. 








I smoked my first cigarette and kissed my first woman on the same day. I have 
never had time for tobacco since. Toscan. 
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As i was crawling’ 

through the holes in 
a swiss cheese 

the other 

day it occurred to 
me to wonder 
what a swiss cheese 
would think if 
a swiss cheese 
could think and after 
cogitating for some 
time i said to myself 
if a swiss cheese 
could think 
it would think that 
a swiss cheese 
was the most important 
thing in the world 
just as anything that 
ean think at all 
does think about itself. 
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‘|TS AFTER 6, MR JoNES, YouD BETTER SCRAM!" 


My WIFE NEVER WORRIES WHERE I AM- 
SHE KNOWS ILL BE AT WARNERS HOTEL. 





